VoM No3 £125 $2-50 


1 



NEW STORIES BY 


NICHOLAS ALLAN 
ANGELA CARTER 
DAVID GARNETT 
GARRY KILWORTH 
JOSEPHINE SAXTON 



VoLl No3 Autumnl982 



EDITORIAL 


A Kliost hovLTS over this ttiiiRnzino.aspiril rromoureoiloctive iwsi 
l.ike all gliosis it litis a slifliiiR nffsct upon iho living and imisl In: 
laid to rest. Its name is N'eiv Worlds. 

There can be few readers of Inlerzotie who are not lo some e\tunl 
familiar with - oral least aware of - X'ew Worlds and its history, 
for many years it was an onllroly conventional .snienee fictinn 
magazine. Iliough foundur-udilor John Carnell was acivontumus 
enoiJRli lo publish such unusual and demnndini’ stories as I.Ci. 
Ballar(l’.s"ThR Terminal Beach ". Thoti in inB-t Michael .Mnurcock 
look over, aided and lalorsocceeded in l he odi tor's chairhy Charles 
Platt Over the course of the (it) or so i.ssues they prodiiced the 
niaKazine liccnmo increasingly wide-riingingnnd innnvatlvi'. Half- 
way through their reign, aided by im Arts Council grant, it. switched 
from paperback size to a largo foriiiat, which gave more scope for 
c'\pi:rimenl. Ininglnotivenrl end graph ires crowded its pages. Dovn- 
staling polemic hliislud Ihe staid science fiction establishment. A 
linsl of new and original writers was loosed upon the world. Mothing 
has been Ihe same sinr:e. 

So. at lea.sl. runs the legend. 

It is a story which today is told most assiduously by Iho generals 
who fnughi in the campaign - -Messrs Monrrnck and Plait - now 
retired rnspedivr:ly lo Yorkshire end Mew York and Hring nff 
sal vines lo this magazine, complainmg crust dy at the feilurcof Ihe 
new generation In live up In their legendary etsploils. They fondly 
runiemher the good old days nf the ".Mew Wave" in science ficlion. 
ivlien -Mow U’urlrl.s was the undisputed flagship of the task force 
which sailed lo liberate Ihe Talklnnds of science ficlion from (he 
forces nf fii.si.isi opprr-ssluii. It's a familiar pal tern - one can see its 
Ktiuivalenl in the liriily Telegmph every ilay of the wei-k - hut it is 
neverlholo.ss .sad to .see ye.storday's inunncinsts .so indiislriously 
niythnlngizing their own past. 

The truth nhonl .Vim H'oritis is rnllmr mure cniiipies. if less 
ilutleringlri the tale's pmlagonisl.s. ll would be churlish and igiiiininl 

on our own pari lo dnny the llln.-rallng and srimrjiinios 

hemiyambicnci! the magazine genoralad; d wniilil bo foolish not to 
recognise that we hold innnv similar ideas ainnil wluil corwlilute.s 
ganidne imnginative wnliiig, Meverlholoss. when Inoked at (li.s- 
pn.s.sinnalolv, its design was often a ine.ss, its piilernir.s were ulli- 
inntelv ineffenlnal. and its rucnrrl in rinding and develoinng neu 
lalmil was not espuciallv impmssive. One of rVeu- Worid.s's must 
remarkable acliiovemenis. in fad. is that today it is- reiiieiiiberi'd .is 
being n much bettor magazine than in general it uoUially was. For 
the first third tjf Moorenok's reign it w.i.ssiirpn.singlyciinveuluuial. 
the prilemical liiiu! of ihs editorial innller hardly matched liy its 
straightforward contents. The last third .saw a graihnil winilmg 
down into inoronsingly inconsuquenlinl offculs iifcoiivL-nlionnilv 
uncunvenlionalprosn. In the middle period it w.ispriilmblvneuresi 
lo being the magazine Moim.ock wanted Writers siioli iis Aldiss. 
Ballard anti llisch were prorkic.ing their lie.sl w-ork: crisis and cm- 
Irover.sy were .sliimilnling ml her than dnhilllnling Hut even >il lU 
apev miioh of the memorable inalerinl i.onsisled of iiiwiiU wliioli 
the magazine w,is given lo .serialise, rather than sliiirl liclmn i realeil 
expressly for it. and ihs leailing niinins liail inndu their l•epulallon^ 
elsiwhere. 
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GARRY KILWORTH 


'■yea, though i ivolk through the v'otley of the 
shadoivo/dealh . . 

C hristian teachings still run thickly in my blood. 
My new religion, a mere two years old to me, is 
I ike an adopted child; dear because it is mine by 
choice, not accident. But, yet. like an adopted child it 
can never be truly part of me. It is a grafted branch, 
well-taken and, indeed, an extension of me, but not 
inherent. Thus, those phrases from my childhood 
learnings spring to mind more readily in crises, than 
do the new words, though I love the latter more. 
Those others were with me from birth, and now I am 
nearer to death than the beginnings nf my life, 1 some- 
times i)anic. Will I be ready? Will I be ready? Or will 
they scream "Dissembler!” in my wake as I try to gain 
entrance into a world I barely believe in? 

i ou must be Orget. I'm lane Reece. " 

I I looked up from my newspaper to observe 

a tall, elegant blonde woman in a safari 
outfil. The clothes were obvinu.sly Zandra Rhodes. 
The woman inside them finished by a Swiss school, 
"It's rude to stare, Mr Orget." 

"I'rn sorry. Please sit down." I placed the four-day 
old |)aper on the table before me and nodded to her 
companion, a thick.sel man wilh square, Ian fealiires. 
He was about two-thirds her height. 

"You too, sir. whatever your name is." 

"His name is Chola. He's a deaf mule," she replied 
for me, taking one of the rattan chairs. Chota followed 
her example- Around us coffee was being served in 
glasses the size of egg-cups. 1 signalled the Arab 
waiter. He saw my three fingers and gave the .slightest 
of nods, not even turning his head. Through the glass- 
less window behind my guests I could see Iho nunin- 
tains of the Hadhramaul rippling in the heal waves. 
Before them, the dust-rock desert furrowed unevenly 
by deep wadis. Brown kite hawks created invisible 
whirlpools in the air above. I turned my allcmiion 
back to my visitors. 


I "I expected vou yesterday," I said, "and him not at 
all." 

She stiffened, two rod spots appearing on her high 
cheekbones. ‘'Chota is here for a reason. It s nothing 
to do wilh protecting me, Mr Orget . . ." 

"Ray." 

! "... though he's quite capable uf doing so. He's 

I from Papua. A forest Indian." 

"Weil, you look as though you >isuallv know what 
you're doing. Did you fly up from Aden? In the DC3?" 

She nodded. “The ono wallpapered inside wilh a 
, rosepaltern design." It was a serious remark. 

' "There is only one. Bit of a hairv ride, isn't it? I 
.suspect the wallpaper is to hide the cracks in the 
, fuselage. . . it getsabit bumpy over the Kadfan hills. . . 
the thermals. Tends to shake up the superstructure." I 
could see my frivolity was having very liltle effect 
, and immediately abandoned it. "Let’s talk about why 
' you're here." Isaid. 

The coffee had arrivect accompanied by three glasses 
of vvaler. The waiter placed them on the table. I paid 
him iinmeditilely, the coins clattering on the small, 
hra.ss tray. lane Reece was staring at the thick, black 
. .sludge in her coffee glass. 

"! don't want this . . .” 

"Then don't drink it, hut we're in a coffee shop. H's 
paid for. Now, 1 untlerstand you wanl me to find your 
' husband for you. That's what iho loiter said." 

Her blue eyes observed me coolly. 1 could see a 
strongih in her face I was not used to in one of her 
class. Then, mentally. 1 reprimanded my.self for my 
prejudice. 

"I haven't heard nf anvone called Reece in the 
Hadhramaul," I continued, "and 1 would have done 
so, if he were here. There's not that many whiles in 
the area." 

"His name is john l''reeman. I didn't take his name 
when we married and he didn't ask me to." 

I held up mv hand as her mouth began lightening. 

"Please. You needn't go into details, lohn Freeman 
■ I have heard of. He was at the Consulate in Sana'a, 


wasn't he? Then he came down to the Hadhramaut 
last cool season, I understand he discharged himself 
from the diplomatic service . . The Papuan Indian 
momentarily distracted me by dipping his finger into 
his coffee. After licking it gingerly, he took another 
dip and grinnodat me with small blunt teeth. I .smiled 
back. 

•'Friendly guy. Is he a tracker? You’d have been 
better with a Yemeni or an Adeni. There aren't many 
jungles in South Arabia." 

"I don't need your sarcasm, Orget, just your know- 
ledge of the local geography. Chota has a special job 
to do and what it is, is my business, not yours. You 
won't trick me into revealing what he's here for. You'll 
know when I'm ready to tell you." 

A hot breeze came in through the window and 
lifted a few wispy strands of her hair. She was wearing 
it tied up with a yellow bandana and I was about to 
say something banal like, "You look beautiful when 
you’re calm,” and then remembered in time that 
macho males had been out of fashion since Heming- 
way's heroes fell from grace, and in any case. I was too 
old and tired. Well, perhaps not too tired but it was a 
good excuse for not attempting something at which 1 
was hound to fail. 

"Fair enough fane . . , Reece,” I added. "We'll try 
and find you’re husband for you. In my engineering 
days I drilled half the local desert looking for oil I 
never found. A man should be easy. At least he won’t 
be hiding underneath the sand. Do you prefer horses 
or camels?" 

"Horses." 

"And a thousand wasn’t it? Rivals, that is.” 

"it was seven hundred to look and three when we 
find him.” 

"I/we find him." 

"1 didn’t comeal! this way just to go home with my 
tail between my legs. We'll find him, one way or 
another," 

"And when you do? What then?" 

"That’s where Chota comes in." And for the first 
lime she smiled. 


W e met the next day and arranged enough pro- 
visions at the village to last us several weeks. 

I explained to jane Reece that 1 knew the 
general whereabouts of her husband and that his loca- 
tion would at least be confined to one of fifty places. 
"He's got to live near a well." I said. 

"What about food?" she asked. 

"If he's got money, that’ll be no problem. Other 
well-users will sell him food as they pass through. And 
anyway, there's gazelle and small game," I began to 
check our own provisions. Sugar, tea, raisins, flour . . , 
We were going into the empty quarter from Shimab, 
where I would have to rely on reports from strangers. 
Hopefully Freeman would not take too long to track 
down. Then I could get back to my wife in Shimab. I 
had not told Jane Reece about my wife because, to use 
Jane Reece’s own words, it was none of her damn 
business. Wewereready to set off just before noon. The 
horses stood wailing nearby. I unrolled my mat. look 
out my beads and knelt in the direction of Mecca. 

" Whal are you doing?" asked Jane Reece, in a voice 
that suggested I was about to take part in some revolt- 
ing perversion. 


"I’m about to say my prayers. I'm a Moslem." 

"Oh." 

"You don't havo any objections to Islam, do you?” 

"Plenty," -she replied, "but I won't let thorn inter- 
fere with the expedition." 

"The women?" I said. 

"The women," she confirmed, "and Ihe disgusting, 
harbaric practice of circumcision on small girls . . ." 

"Islam is beautiful," 1 said, “it is people that are 
ugly." Then I ignored her and all about me to con- 
template Allah, the One God, and the Prophet, peace 
be upon him. The strange thing was, as a young man I 
had never been particularly religious. It was a woman 
who had been responsible for my conversion. They 
would never have allowed me to marry her unless I 
was a Moslem. Once the rituals obtained a hold on 
one’s soul however, they were difficult to shed. They 
were as addictive a drug as qSt grass, which I had also 
taken to. since settling in the Hadhramaut- 1 knew that 
Jane Reece considered me one of those peculiar whites 
who have ‘gone native’ but I was not going to explain 
my complicated reasons to her. What her Papuan 
shadow thought, I had no idea. The whole alien scene 
must have been totally bizarre to him, yet his impas- 
sive face registered nothing. He was probably storing 
all these wonders of humankind to mime before a 
camp fire in his native forests. (. . . And then this old 
wliitey goes down on his knees and starts waving his 
arms at the sun, while Ihe woman walks around him 
slapping the side of her boot with a short whip . . .) 

The wind-blown dust and grit bit into our shins as 
we made our way among the foothill.s, Diumai tem- 
peratures at sea level were around 150 Fahrenheit, 
nocturnal they were still over a hundred, yet when we 
went up into the mountains the waterbottles froze 
solid. Jane Reece had made no murmur of complaint 
since we had started out, three clays before. She had 
seen black scorpions, sand-snake.s and camel spiders 
as big as soup plates, but she just clenched her teeth 
and swatted at them with her crop. The privation in 
the empty quarter is not a pleasant experience and 
though she protected as much of her skin as .she 
could, her milky complexion suffered under the harsh 
sun, I felt sorry for her hut she would have hated me 
for it, so 1 kepi my pity to myself. 

O n the fourth night out. at the well of Jebel Rak- 
mel. we made a fire and cooked a lizard 1 had 
caught. She chose it as the moment to begin 
telling me about her husband and why she was search- 
ing for him. The story made me sick with apprehen- 
sion. 

"My father has been in the diplomatic service since 
ho left university in 1922 and there was no reason 
why John should not take advantage of that. I per- 
suaded him lo take a post thal daddy found for him in 
Paris. John worked there quite happily, until he was 
sent to Singapore to negotiate on behalf of a Briton 
there who had been convicted of smuggling narcotics- 
They still hang people for drug dealing in Singapore. 
)ohn failed lo obtain clemency and had to witness the 
execution. 

"When he arrived back in England he was very 
shaken. Shaken. 1 suppose, is an understalement . . • 
he was deeply disturbed and began lo develop an 
obsession with death - especially with death by 
hanging. Books on capital punishment began lo arrive 


by posi in batches. lohn would take those packages tn 
his room and lock the door, spun ding hours ill a lime, 
presumably studying them. Of course, I was aware 
how unhealthy it was and contacted the family doctor 
bill each lime he called, John would either laugh it off 
or treat him brusquely, lohn’s whole demeanour 
altered. From a fairly pa.ssivo but optimistic person- 
ality he deteriorated into an intense, pessimistic indi- 
vidual. He became hollow-eyed and pale, and rejected 
any sort of approach hy me which might interfere 
with Ills new 'interest’. Finally I broached him on his 
reasons for his passion with death. I toid him 1 was 
jealous of anything that took up so much of his time 
and he agreed to talk about it. 

"'I want to look over the edge,' he staled, enig- 
matically. 

'"Over the edge of what?' 

"‘Death, I must see what's on the other side.’ There 
was little excitement in his tone but there was an 
earnoslness I had not witnessed in him before. We 
were in our bedroom at the lime — I was preparing for 
bed and feigning interest in my appearance because I 
hoped it would encourage him to disclose more if I 
did not appear to be concentrating on him completely 

- and he paced up and down behind me as I sat at the 
mirror. 

'"I believe,’ he said, ’that if a man could take himself 
to the edge of death ... yet still remain on this side, 
then lie could observe the naked soul . . . supposing it 
exists.' 

"To my credit, I did not call the doctor immediately. 
1 allowed him to finish his explanation. 

'"I've been reading about Newgate prison . . . about 
the triple tree - that was a sort of three-cornered 
gallows at Tyburn where they could hang nine people 
at a lime. The hangman was always called Jack Ketch 
and he hung the criminals for at least half-an-hour 
before allowing them to be cut down. This was in the 
days before dropping the malefactors to break their 
necks. They were usually hauled up slowly from the 
back of a cart. Occasionally - . . justoccasionally aman 
or woman would still be alive when friends cut them 
down. 

"‘One of these people, a man called Half-hanged 
Smith, recounted his feelings on being taken to the 
very point of death.' He picked up an open book, 
which rested on the floor on the side of the bed, and 
began to read. 

"When I wns turned o//(hungJ I was sensible 0 / very 
groat poin, occosioned by the weight of my body, an<i 
fell my spirits in n strcingc commotion, violently 
pressing upwards. These, having /orced their way to 
my head I saw, os it were, a groat blaze or glaring 
iigbt, which seemed to go out of my eyes with a /iosb 

- and then I lost nil sense o/pain. I saw my soul rising 
upwards into (he ether . . . then I was cut down and 
began to come lo mysel/, the soul returning, the blood 
ond spirits /orcing themselves into (heir /ornier chan- 
nels, pul me, by a sort o/prickingorshooling, (osuch 
intolerable pain (hat i could have wished (hose hanged 
who hod cut me down. 

"That night I told jolin he had to abandon his lunatic 
studies or I would have him commilled tn an asylum. 
He looked at me as if I had just betrayed liim - a sort of 
hurl, bewildered expression - but. you understand 
Ray, I had lo shock him out of it. 1 had to he blunt anti 


honest, not kind, and to prove it lo him, i telephoned 
our doctor there and then to arrange an appointment 
witii a psychiatrist. John just stared at mo with that 
heipless expression slill on his face. Then he stuttered 
something about lieing sorry, and, ye.s, he would get 
rid of the books the following morning. Naturally, 1 
cancelleti the doctor’s appointment immediately. After- 
wards we made love ... as well as we’ve always 
done." She hesitated, then nodded. "I tell you that so 
you’ll realise we were reconciled." 

■’What happened next?" I asked. Her eyes were 
glistening in the firelight. I think she was upset but 
her voice remained clear and even. 

"Outwardly, he seemed to have pul his obsession 
aside, but secretly he had applied for a post in the 
RriUsh Consulale in Sana'a . , . Ray. I'd like lo ask you 
a direct t|uestion. Do you find me attractive, ! mean, 
do I repel you in any way? Please answer honestly." ! 
thought over the answer for a full two .seconds. 

"! think you’re one of the most exciting women I’ve 
ever met." My answer was sincere. 

"Thank you.” she said quietly. 

After she was asleep. I sal up and stared across the 
fire at our Papuan companion. He gazed back at me 
placidly. 

"! wonder what a man who has witne.ssed his soul 
lo(ik.s like?" 1 said softly. "Does his body blanch, lo 
become white as an albino's? Does it become brittle, 
hard, like a diamond, with no feelings evident? What 
do you think, Chota?” 

His broad face creased a fraction and there was the 
hint of a smile just below its surface. 

"I think. ’’ I continued, "tlial a man who has seen 
his own soul, would have to bemad. 1 think that |ohn 
Freeman is already mad. I think he is as cuckoo as an 
early spring. Crazy. Savi’y?” 1 lapped the side of my 
head. Suddenly the smile was there, fully, and the 
two rows of small teeth shone white in the firelight, i 
nodded, returning the smile, then lay back and stared 
at the stars, wondering why. as I lived longer. I should 
be dragged deeper into this morass of strange human 
activity known as the 'search for the truth' by others of 
my kind. Around me 1 could hear (he desert wind 
whispering dust into the dry shrubs: the insect world 
toiling amongsl the shale. This was no Sahara, with 
high golden dunes adding majesty lo an empty quar- 
ter: it was a rocky, grey volcanic area, as dirty and 
depre.ssing as a disu.sed railway yard. This was no 
place to search for the truth, to discover one’s eternal 
soul. Something scuttled amongst the rocks. I mur- 
mured two suras memorised from the Koran, and 
tJieii promptly feli asleep. 

I n the arid wasteland there is not a great deal to 
occupy one's allunlioii. The scenery is endless, 
lormless and dull. Only our eyes were visible 
from beneath flie swallie.s we wore lo prevent the 
evaporationofonr sweat and we allowed the horses lo 
maintain a slow walking pace in order not to lire 
them. Only tile wind offered any variation of eiemonlal 
mood. The occupation of one's mind was depemlent 
iipun material fed into it around the evening camp 
fire. During the long days my imagination recimstrui:- 
led the scaffolds of eigliteenth century Kngland, where 
the tlieft of single shillings was enough lo ensure 
their constant usage. )ane Reece had nuul some nf her 


husband's bnoks and she toid me of mon. women and 
children who went lo the gallows dancing, crying, 
singing, shouting abuse, shivering in terror, silently 
dignified . . . every emotional display of %vhich a 
human is capable. She told me of Jonathan Wild, the 
self-styled Thieftaker General, responsible for many 
such hangings, and who was himself finally 'turned 
off by jack Ketch. She told me of the 'Ballad of the 
Long Drop' that concludes: 'We dropped her, for wo 
drop the.m straight, for love ns well as halo'. These 
images haunted my waking hours as well as my 
dreams. 1 filled the void, the naked counlry'side of the 
emptv quarter, with pictures from my head. There 
were trees springing out of every rock and from those 
trees swung corpses of various sizes and either sex. 
She made me a child again, with new nightmares and 
new dependencie.s. 

For the next two weeks we travelled from well lo 
well asking questions of strangers. 1 would exchange 
greetings with hill Irihcsmeii. then ask them in Arabic 
if they had seen a crazy European, a mad Christian, in 
the vicinity. Are you of the Failh? they would ask 
suspiciously. When I confirmed I was, they said. “But 
aren't oil Christians crazy?" After which 1 would get 
my information. Or not, as the case was. 

We moved cautiously, for the hills were the haunt 
of lean, fierce nomads, not instantly hostile but easily 
provoked- In such harsh conditions hot tempers lived 
just below the .surface and violence was a spontaneous, 
irrational and unpredictable reaction lo minor irrita- 
tions. “I am against my cousin," went the local saying, 
“but my cousin and I are against the stranger." 

The two aspects of the journey which bothered Jane 
Reece the most was firstly not being able to wash 
herself or her clothes to the degree of cleanliness she 
considered acceptable, and secondly, my a//oj're with 
Islam. She would stamp around me impatiently during 
morning prayer and afterwards would remark dero- 
galoriiy upon the intelligence level of devout, pious 
idiots that believed in magic. I tried to explain that, 
despite the had publicity Islam had received over the 
last decade it was essentially a simple working-man’s 
religion and providing one carried out the five main 
duties required of a follower, a place in Heaven was 
assured. Much of what she disliked about it did not 
stem from Islam itself but from the various cultural 
roots of countries in which it was practised. The only 
true religion was atheism, she said. Then, to under- 
line her contempt, one morning she situated herself 
between my prayers and Mecca, stripped completely, 
squatted, and washed herself over a bowl as 1 did my 
Salaams. She made her point: she had destroyed my 
religious concentration with a carnal display. She 
was magnificently disdainful. The two-fingered icon- 
oclast. She could sneer like no other woman 1 had 
ever met and it made her absolutely desirable. 


F inally our search look us lo a village by a small 
artesian well at the foot of the Saliala mountains, 
I made enquiries in the sOk and was informed 
that a man, a foreigner, was living in some cave.s 
about thirty minutes ride from the village. Although 
the conversation had been conducted in Arabic, |nno 
had caught the gist from the geslures. 

"He's here, isn't he?" 


“We don't know it's him. I.cl me go and see this 
man first. It might not bo John." 

She stared into my eyes. “Arc you afraid iif what 
condition you’ll find him in? You must know mv 
threshold by now. I’m difficult to shock." I looked 
awav from her. Chota was squatting on the ground hy 
a paich of dales that had been left lo dry in the sun. He 
picked one up and crunched it between his teeth 
before spitting it back out with a look ofdista.ste. 

"Lei me go first." I repealed. 1 wanted lo meet |ohn 
Freeman without )ane there to affect his personality. 
From her reports he sounded a weak man, with barely 
enough willpower to run away from stronger forces. 
But a personality is not immutable; it changes shape 
according to the influences to which it is subjected. 
John Freeman might well have been quite a strong 
character, outside of Jane's shadow, 

“We’ll go with you." she staled, "You tan go in first 
if you think you're going lo find him in horrible 
circumstances - but I'm sure he'll be all right. He’s 
not thesort of man to mutilate himself. He doesn't like 
deformities." 

"It’s a cave, in the hills," I said, and we collected 
our horses from the boy who was watering them and 
rode off in the direction indicated by my informant in 
the suk. 

The caves looked as though they had all been 
inhabited at one time. Their entrances bore the marks 
of having been fashioned into doorways. There were 
about two dozen of them on a ledge several hundred 
feet up. accessible by a steep path. Behind them a 
range of dark red mountains flowed in petrified giant 
waves. We loft the horses at the fool. 

“Wait here," I ordered. One of the higher caves had 
a hessian curtain hanging over its entrance and I 
guessed this was the one we wanted. I pulled the 
hessian aside and entered. 

T he atmosphere in the cave was stifling. I could 
see little at first, the only light coming from a 
foul-smelling candle on a small rock shelf at the 
rear. Then, gradually I perceived some furniture: a 
chair and table, a raffia sprung bed, and right at the far 
end, as deep as the cave went into the rock face, a 
weird contraption of pulleys, ropes, beams and levers. 
At first glance it resembled one of those early wooden 
printing presses one see.s in museums, except that it 
was too tall, mucli too tall, and there was a sinister 
import to the angles of the beams and the way the rope 
stretched tautly between them. The whole device 
appeared to be bolted into the rock wall for support. 

I breathed deeply, trying to find some air that was 
not thick with the heavy, musty smell which filled the 
cave. There was a movement a few feel to iny left and a 
man stepped out of a shadowy reces.s into the candle- 
light. We regarded one another without speaking fora 
few moments. He stood straight and lean, and worea 
dark ragged beard, encouraged by long, unkempt hair. 
His eyes were deep in his face, but clear and bright- 
There was a strong line lo his cheekbones and his 
shoulders were firm. From his physical stance, he did 
not look a weak man. His appearance implied confi- 
dence and assurance. I guessed he was weak only in 
comparison to his wife. Nor was there any indication 
that he was insane but 1 had yet to hear him speak. 
You like my machine?” he questioned in Arabic. 


1 noddoci. "Rnv Qrget," ! said, extending a hand. 

"I've been looking for you.” 

He started and then said, "My God, linglish? 1 
(bought you were an Arab." I looked down at my 
filthy and dust-grimed hands. Beneath the dirt and 
headcloth I could have been any nationality. I looked 
up again, "rve brought your wife. She’s outside." 

"lane? Here?" Panic sprang into his eyes and he 
looked like a cornered wild creature about to bolt. 
Then he seemed to get control of himself and slumped 
down in the chair. 

"I suppose she wants me to go with her," he said, 
gloomily. 

"I’ve no idea what she wants. My instructions were 
to find you, that’s ail. What happens now is between 
you two." 

"Between us two,” he repeated, but there was mure 
than a suggestion of irony in his tone. 

■’She's concerned for you . . . For your state of 
mind." 

"1 know, that's why 1 came here.” He slammed a fist 
down on the table. "My God, is there nowhere i can go 
to escape her?” He stood up and waved his arms. "Up 
a mountain in Tibet? Down a trench in the Pacific 
Ocean? Where? Where can 1 go and not bn found out? 
This is one of the most godforsaken, loneliest places 
on the Earth, and still she finds me." 

"She's a very determined woman," 1 said stiffly. 
"And 1 might add. a very beautiful one.” 

He looked at me with a peculiar expression on his 
face, over his left shoulder, for a few moments, then 
shook his head. "No. You’re probably too old, more’s 
the pity. Yes, she is beautiful . . . and her determination 


is part of that beauty, I once thought I could never live 
without her. I was right. 1 can't." 

"But ..." 1 indicated that he was here. 

"This?" He lot nut a short, luimourless laugh. "This 
is not living. Existing, yes, but nol living." 

"Your choice though." 

"Yes, my choice. But it seems as though I do not 
have the freedom to choose. Okay," he said in a 
resigned voice, "tell her to come in. I'll talk to her." 

Before 1 left I said, "Have you used that thing hack 
there?" 

"So she's told you about my - . . hobby? Several 
times. 1 had it constructed by a local carpenter. The 
wood wasn't easy or cheap to come by. However, it 
works well. It’s me that doesn't function properly, I 
lack courage, Mr .. .?" 

"Orgel.” Evidently he forgot names quickly. 

”... consequently. 1 always pull the releasing lever 
before lime. Time is that moment when I can stare 
Death in the face, yet still turnaround and walkaway." 

"So I understand.” 

"No. you don’t understand. No-one does, but then 
I'm not looking for understanding, I don't give Ihot .. ." 
He snapped his fingers. His voice was drv and crisp. 
"All 1 want is to be left alone to experiment. That’s 
why the entrance is covered. The locals wander up 
liore sometimes, out of curiosity. I can’t discourage 
them physically . . . wouldn’t want to. So I have to 
hide." 

"You actuallv hang vourself." 

"Fora few seconds." He lifted his beard and I could 
see red weals around his neck. 1 must have winced 
because he laughed. 




"Is it , . . painful?" Despite my abhorrence of his 
□articular form of insanity. I was morbidly fasciriatecl. 

"Of course it is. II hurts like hell- But I can Mhink of 
any other method of doing it without leaving my body 
mutilated or my internal organs damaged. I have to do 
it, MrOrget. Make no mistake about that. When you've 
seen a man hang, as I have, you'd know by his face 
that there is a point where the e-xpres.sion of pain 
changes to one of wonder . , , then the muscles slump 
into death- 1 have to reach that point. I hove to. Before 
the man becomes the puppet. All our lives wo live in 
the shadow of death. I must see what casts that 
shadow." 

I took a long look at the bizarre contraption that | 
reared like a giant praying mantis, throwing it.s own I 
scaffold shadows over the cave wall, an<l inwardly 
shuddered. I could imagine the noise of creaking ' 
joints, the sound of stretching rope, as his body hung 
from the thick topbeam. What frightening, taut trip- 
wires were there in my own brain waiting for a specific 
event to trigger them with a delicate psychological 
finger? That intricate device, the human mind, with 
its muiliplicily of traumas, its complexities of distur- 
bances. its fine networks of nerves, was my inheritance 
as well as his. Was it possible that one day 1 would 
want to witness my o%vn psyche in ascendancy? 

Freeman was studying my face with an expre.ssion 1 
could onlyattribute to some ugly demon that .swam in 
his spirit and rose occasionally to the surface. ' 

"You want to see me use it," he said. It was not a 
question. He strode quickly to the machine, muttering, 
"Maybe with an audience . . .?’’ Before I could stop 
him he had stepped up onto a small platform and 
pulled a noose tight around his neck, taking up the 
slack on a wooden windlass. 

"Freeman . . .!" i 

"Quiet!" he silenced me curtly. The platform flip- I 
ped downwards with a snap that made me jump. The 
rope tightened and his face seemed to swell to twice 
its size, as if it were gorged with blood. His eyes grew ; 
wide and lost their natural lustre. In his right hand he ; 
grasped a short lever. ■ 

During the thirty seconds he hung before me. his ■ 
limbs as limp as rags, I heard the candle sputtering ' 
away his life. In the fetid atmosphere of the cave I had 
the fancy that I could smell Death coming, creeping in ’ 
like an evil insidious wind from thp cracks in the rock 
walls, from beneath the ancient stones, to claim a : 
deserter to its cause. Thirty seconds . . . thirty years. 
And all that time there was a sound coming from his ■ 
mouth like a dog would make with a bone stuck in its ' 
throat. Then I heard the wooden ratchet.s slip and he 
fell the six inches to the floor, the windlass clacking 
and spinning on its axle. He had pressed the release 
lever. He groaned, squirmed for an instant, then 
reached up slowly to his throat to loosen the noose. I 
left the room quickly and returned to Jane Reece and 
her primitive Indian. 

( ( ■ V lease pay me my three hundred riyals. 1 want 
to go. He's in there, believe me." 

"I believe you, Ray, but don't leave us 
now. We have to return ..." 

"What's Chota doing here?" ! asked, bluntly, i 

"1 think you’ve guessed that. John is a born failure. | 
It doesn't lower his stature in my eyes because I can , 
see other qualities in him that are just as important, 1 


I hut it's a fact. I knew he would not be able to do the 
! tiling ho wants to do ... he hasn't, has he? " 

“No. He hasn't," 1 said, quietly. 

"I couldn't linat this obsession, so in order to .save 
; John, I made a decision to join it. In order to help him, 

' I've brought Chota. who is an expert in death, johti 
may not be able to bring himself to the point where 
life crosses death - but Chota can do it for him . . ," 
My stomach turned at the thought of it. eShe was 
right, i had had a hunch what Chota was for, but to 
hear her expressing it coldly and. i suppose, logically, 
made me feel ill. 

"The Pujnian Indians torture their enemies," she 
explained, "by bringing them continually to the very 
edge of death, but never allowing them loslipover . , , 
if they did they would lose them and the whole point 
of the exercise is to maktiyourenemy suffer. They use 
the garrotte, which I believe is similar enough to the 
hangman's noose to .satisfy John's . . . requirements, if 
John refuses to come back witii me to be treated, I 
shell allow Chota to . . . to give him what he wants. 
Hopefully his mind will then be scoured of the insanity 
that's trapped within it." She paused. "Will you wail?” 

Like a fool I said, "Yes," but my mind was in a 
turmoil and she had more hold over me than she 
imagined. "I'll wail. Aren't you afraid that the cure 
might be more fatal than the disease?" 

"Chota knows what to do and how to do it. ! have 
complete faith in him. His tribe have been doing this 
sort of thing for centuries." 

T hat night, I believe a man was taken to the edge 
of a cliff and looked down upon the rocks of 
Death below. Then the man turned and walked 
away. From my camp just below the cave 1 could hear 
the terrible sounds that accompanied the experinienl 
above me. 1 did not know until later that he had had a 
companion as I tried to ignore the pattern of nni.ses 
which attend a strangulation. A sequence that begins 
with a sharp “fCohhh" like a baby's cough; then the 
slow rattle of phlegm in an old man's throat: then, 
finally, a terrible silence. Silence can have a sound 
too. if the ears are pressed hard enough against its 
thin shell. Finally, I look my horse and rode away 
from them, down to the desert. I could not stand to 
listen any more, de.spile my promise to Jane Renee. I 
ran. My imagination was full of horrible scenes of 
people being lianged. pressed under blacks of stone, 
stretched out under a blazing sun with tight shrinking 
rawhide collars, cnicified, cut in a thousand places, 
stretched on racks and wheels, keelhauled, immersed 
and near-drowned, sliced into ribbons . . . there werea 
thousand ways to bring someone to the point of death. 
The human mind has been remarkably inventive 
throughout history in finding them out. I slept fever- 
ishly that night, with pictures of blades, ropes, and 
engines of metal and wood spinning in my brain. 

Tlie next morning ! was woken by a rough hand on 
my shoulder. I sal up quickly and found myself-slaring 
into the ravaged face of something that had once been 
human. Its features were as twisted and swollen as a 
gargoyle's, the beard and hair a shock of white. Red 
eyes glared from deep pil.s of pain, i shouted, knocking 
away the hand. 

"it's me. Freeman." The voice was so cracked and 
inarticulate I hardly understood the words. 


■'Fronman'?" I criod, w'ildly. ''Whnl . . .?" Tlien I 
rememberfui. The crippled figure crouched before me 
was fresh from the world of suffering and - . . death, 
"Did you . . .?" 

"Yes! Yes! I saw." There was an intlaxion in the 
tone. A rising note implying excitement. "You must 
sell me your horse. Only, I have no money. Piea.se! I'll 
send the money to you. Where do you live? No. I'ii 
send it lo Aden. You can collect it there. Pleose. The 
animal." 

"Take it." I said. "And water. You'll need water, is 
she following?" 

"Not yet." He began removing the mare's hobble 
with inept, trembling fingers. I sprang up and helped 
him. Then I had lo lift him into the saddlo. 

"Where will you go?" 

"Anywhere," he replied. "1 must got away. I must 
go." There was an urgency behind the words which 
disturbed me. I grasped hisankle. 

"Before you leave, what happened? What did you 
.see?" I was eager to know what scenes his madness 
conjured for him under duress. 

"Death. ! saw death." There was a thin line of .saliva 
running from the corner of his mouth and I woiulnrcd 
whether I had done the right thing in giving him the 
horse. In one night his hair had lost its colour and he 
had assumed the appearance of an old man, wracked 
with arthritis. 

"What did it look like?" 

His eyes were damp. "Pain. I never felt such pain 
before - not physical suffering but an emotional, 
spiritual hurt, my very self was lorn out of the flesh by 
which it was held so fast. 1 was forcefully wrenched 
away from life - a psychic experience which, dear 
God. I will have to go through at least once more, but 
next time I shall make sure it's quick - a bullet in the 
brain, a fall from a high place . . ." He gripped my 
shoulder and pulled me closer to him. "Imagine your 
veins being stripped from your body or your skin 
peeled away from your face, eyes, limbs ... it was like 
that, only not flesh from flesh, but spirit away from 
body. 

'"Then after a long time so very long - there came 
a single moment of peace and 1 was looking into the 
dark kingdom of Death. It was like . . . staring into a 
deep, black mirror . . . eternity dropping away before 
me, nol beautiful but awesome, terrible in ils promise 
of the everlasting . . . then the soul, reflected on the 
surface of death. 

"Listen!" He leaned down, conspiratorially, to whis- 
per hoarsely in my ear. "A man and a woman, when 
they love . . . when they live together, they begin to 
merge . . . their personalities. You understand?" 

"Yes. Their egos, their souls eventually mingle . . . 
become one, a single entity. I saw my soul . . . our soul, 
lane's, mine. Together. One. A single spirit. You see. 
she joined me. We did it together but she . . . there was 
only one. One soul between us." 

"She joined you?" 1 repeated, shocked. "You mean, 
that Indian, Chota, took you both near to death?" 

"Yes! Yes!" He jerked upright in the saddle, his 
long white hair flying wild in the dawn air. "She said 
if 1 wanted it so badly, if I could not be deterred, then 
she was going to experience it with me. She ha.s 


courage, you see. more than I have ... yet. oh God!" 
What? Is she dead? Did Chota go loo far?" 

‘ No. No that ... the soul. The single spirit- it was all 
her. There was nothing left of me." With that he gave 
a sobbing sound and spurred the horse forward. 

I stood watching him ride away into the hills, the 
dust rising around him like morning mist. My 
body felt numb. This madman , . . this madwoman. 
They had entered my life and shattered my peace of 
mind. I was a Sunni Moslem, my life running accor- 
ding to His plan- Kismet. I followed and was led. and 
had no need to torture myself with right and wrong 
paths. 1 did what was expected of me and mycventual 
reward would have been assured, i had even steered 
myself away from Shia Moslems and their fanatical, 
political approach to the Faith because I did not want 
my life lo reflect the disturbances created by that sect. 
Now these dissemblers, these ugly pursuers of death 
in life had crumpled my calm, had destroyed my 
peace. One of them wore the mask of the curious, the 
inquisitive, yet all he craved was escape to another 
place and lime, where he would be beyond reach. The 
other was clothed in good intentions, yet underneath 
was a naked lust for power, of one individual over 
another- Now i. too, was a hypocrite, merely wearing 
the cloak, the guise, of a devout man, which 1 would 
gladly have discarded if . . . 

. . . through the volley of the shadow - Iwili feorno 
evil. 

Of course, it is not evil I fear but death itself. If my 
soul belonged to Jane Reece, were lane Reece, com- 
pletely. entirely, then I would have no fear. For John 
Freeman, death will now be oblivion, for he will not 
exist except as her and she exists only as herself. He 
will die and then . . . nothing. No gentle love, no 
loathsome hate, no indescribable peace, but more 
important ... no harrowing, ugly fears. 

Sometime later she came riding into my camp. Her 
beauty was still evident hut it was warped bv a new 
knowledge. She was not physically bent and twisted 
like Freeman, though there were unsightly scars on 
her wrists and throat. Her eyes were wide and there 
was a triumphant ring lo her voice. 

"He's been hf'm. Did he'take your horse?" 

"Yes. What are you going to do now?" 

"F’oliovv him. of course." 

I shook my head. "I won'tcome with you. For God's 
sakes, leave the man alone. Why hound him?" 

She gave me a puzzled frown, then a small, tight- 
lipped smile. I knew wh}'. And the knowledge, evident 
on my face, in my gestures, left me vulnerable lo her 
contempt. Then she was gone, following the tracks he 
had left. I watched her arrogant pose as she rode high 
in the saddle, galloping her mount down the dark 
grey valley. I was sure I felt only pity for her prey. Not 
envy. It had to be pity. 
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all me the Golden Hurm." 
My mother bore me in 
l'^ the Southern wild but 
* "she, being mortal, of 
lhat boy did die", as my 
Aunt Titania says, 
though "hoy" in thccircs, 
is pushing it. a bit. she's 
censoring me, there, she’s 
rendering me unambi- 
guous to get the casting 
director out of a quan- 
dary, since "boy" is correct, os far as it goes... but, 
insufficient. Yes, insufficient. Nor is my sweet South 
in the least wild, oh, never; it is the lovely land where 
the lemon trees grow multiplied by two, or three, or 
four; child of the sun am I, and of the breezes, juicy as 
mangoes, lhat niythopoeically caress the Coast of 
Coramnndel, far away on the porphyry and lapis lazuli 
Indian shore where everything is brilliant and precise 
as on a lacquer screen. 

My Aunt Titania. Not, 1 should tell you now, my 
natural aunt. No blood bopd. there, but my mother's 
best friend to whom, before she departed, she entrusted 
me, and therefore always called by me, "'auntie”. 

Titania, she, the great, fat. showy, pink and blonde 
ihing. the Memsahib.l call her, Auntie Tit-lit-tit-lania 
[for her tits are the things you notice first, size of 
barrage balloons), Tit-lit-tit-omania boxed me up in a 
trunk she bought from the Army and Navy stores, 
labelled it "Wanted on Voyage" (yes, indeed) and 
shipped me here. 

Here! - to alishoo! - catch my death of cold in this 
dripping bastard wood. Rain, rain, rain, rain, rain! 

"Flaming lune," the sarcastic fairies mutter, looking 
glum, as well they might, poor dears, their little wings 
all sodden and plastered to their backs, so waterlogged 
they can hardly take off and, no sooner airborne, than 
they founder in the pelting downpour, crash-land 
among the plashy bracken furls amid much piteous 


squeaking. "Never such weather," complain the fairies, 
amid the brakes of roses putting on - I must admit - a 
brave if pastel-coloured floral .show amidst the incle- 
mency of the weather, and the flat dishes of the pale 
wild roses spill over with the raindrops that have 
collected upon them as the bushes shudder in the 
reverberations of dozens and dozens of teeny tiny 
sneezes, for no place on their weeny anatomies to 
store a handkerchief and all the fairies have got 
shocking colds as well as I. 

N othing in my princely, exquisite, pencock- 
|(nvelled heredity prepared me for the dank, 
grey, English midsummer- .A mid.summer night- 
mare, 1 call it. The whirling winds have wrenched the 
limbs off even the hugest oaks and brought down 
altogether the more tottery elms so that they sprawl 
like collapsed drunks athwart dishevelled fair>’ rings. 
Thunder, lightning, and, at night, the blazing stars 
whizz and bomb the wood... nothing temperate about 
your temperate climate, dear, 1 snap at .Aunt Titania 
but she blames il all on Uncle Oheron, whose huff 
expresses itself in thunder and he makes it rain when 
he abuses himself, which it seems he must do all the 
time, thinking of me the while, no doubt. Of me.' 
ForOberon is passing fell and wrath 
Because that she. as her attendant hath 
A lovely boy, stolen from an Indian king; 

She never had so sweet a changeling; 

And jealous Oboron would have the child! 
Misinformation. "Boy", again, see; which isn’t the 
half ol il. Furthermore, the patriarchal version for it 
was all between my mother and my auntie, wasn't it. 
That is the truth. 

Besides, is a child to be given? Or taken? Or stolen? 
Or sold into bondage, for lhat matter? Are these blonde 
fairies the agents of proto-colonialism, in the 
analysis, dammit? 

In the faco of all this, in order to preserve my com- 


plicated inlegrily, I present a facade of passive oppo- 
sition. 

I am here. 

I am. 

I am Merm. short for herrnaphrodilus veru.s, one 
testis, one ovary, half of each but all complete and 
more, much more, than the sum of my parts. This 
elegantly retractable appendage, hnro... is not the tri- 
hade's well-developed clit. but the veritable male ' 
reproductive article, while the velvet-lipped and deli- 
ciously cioseable aperture below it is, 1 assure you, a 
viable avenue of the other gender. So there. 

Take a look. I'm not shy. Impressive, huh? 

And i am called, the Golden Horin, for ! am gold all 
over: when I was born, wee, tiny, playful cherubs 
filled their cheeks and lungs and blew, blew the papery 
sheets of beaten gold all over my infant limbs. In 
which they stuck and clung. See me shine! 

And here I stand, under the dripping trees, in the 
long, rank, soaking grass among draggletail dog -daisies 
and the branched candelabra of the bullercups from 
whom the gusty rain has knocked off all the petals, 
leaving their warty green heads bald. And the bloody i 
crane's bill. And the slinging nettles, those Portuguese j 
men o' war of the woodland, who gave me so many i 
nasty shocks when I first mol them. And pea.seblossom ' 
and mustard-seed and inmimorahie unknown-to-me | 
weeds, the dreary, washed-out pinks, yellow and 
Cambridge blues of them. Boring. In the underpin- ' 
nings of the trees, all soggy and floral as William 
Morris wallpaper in an abandoned house, I. in order j 
to retain my equilibrium and psychic balance, medi- 
tate in the yogic posture known as The Tree, that is, 
on one leg. ; 

Bearer of both arrow and target, wound ami bow. ' 
spoon and porringer, in my left hand I hold a lotus, ' 
looking a hit the worse for wear by now. My snake | 
coils round my other arm. l 

1 am golden, stark naked and bi-parlile. | 

On my golden face, a fixed, archaic grin. Except , 
when - 

Atishoo! 

Damn’ occidental common cold virus. 

Atishoo. 

he Golden Horm stood in the green wood. 

This wood is. of course, nowhere near Alhen.s; 
the original scripl is a positive mine of false 
leads. Thu wood is really located somewhere in the 
English midlands, possibly near Blelchlay, where the 
great decoding machine was sited. Correction: this 
wood wfis located in the English midlands until oak, 
ash and thorn were all chopped down to make a 
motorway. However, since the wood existed only as a 
structure of the imagination, in the first place, it will 
rnmain, in the second place, as a green, decorative 
margin to the eternity promised by the poet. The 
English poet. It is, cssenlially, an English wotid. It is 
the English wood. 

The English wood is nothing like the dark, neern- ; 
manlic forest in which the Northern European imagi- 
nation begins and ends, where its dead and witches 
live and Baba-yaga stalks about in her house with 
chicken's feet, looking for children in order to eat 
thum. No. There is a qualitative, not a quantitative 
difference between this wood and that forest, over 


and above the fact that a wood contains fewer trees 
than a forest and covers less ground, although those 
are some of the causes of Ihe difference, yet they do 
not explain the effects. 

For example, an English wood, however marvel- 
lous, however melamorphic, cannot, by definition, be 
trackless, although it might well be formidably laby- 
rinthine - a maze. Yet there is always a way out of a 
maze, and, even if you cannot find it for a while, you 
know that it is there. A maze is a construct of the 
human mind, and not unlike it; lost in a wood, this 
analogy will always console. But to be lost in a forest 
is to be lost to this world, to be abandoned by the light, 
to lose yourself utterly with no guarantee- you will 
either find yourself or else be found, to be committed 
against your will - or, worse, of your own desire - to 
a perpetual absence from humanity, an existential 
catastrophe, for the forest is as infinitely boundless as 
the human heart. 

But the wood, ah! the wood, now, is finite; you 
purposely mislay the way in the wood, for the sheer 
pleasure of roving; the temporary confusion of direc- 
tion is in the nature of a holiday, from which you will 
come home refreshed, with your pockets full of nuts 
and berries, wild flowers or the cast feather of a bird in 
your cap. That forest is haunted; this wood is en- 
chanted. 

The very perils of the wood are. in fact, only so 
many audio-visual aids to a pleasurable titillation of 
mild fear; the swift rattle of an ascending phea.sanl, 
soft drop of an owl. red glide of a fox, these may "give 
you a fright" but, here, neither hobgoblin nor foul 
fiend can daunt your spirit because the English lobs 
and hobs reflect nothing more than a secular faith in 
the absence of harm in nature, part of the credit sheet 
of a temperate climate (hear that, Herm?) and. since 
the last English wolf was killed, there is nothing 
savage among the trees to terrify you. All is mellow in 
the filtered light, where Robin Wood, the fertility 
spirit, lurks in the green shade: this wood Is kind to 
lovers. 

Indeed, you might call the wood the common garden 
of the village, a garden almost as intentionally wild as 
one of Bacon's "natural wildernesses", where every 
load carries a jewel in its head and all the flowers have 
pet names, nothing is unknown - this kind of wild- 
ne.ss is not an olherness. 

And always something to eat! Mother Nature'.s 
greengrocer^' store; sorrel for soup, mushrooms, dan- 
delion and chickweed salads, mint and thyme for 
soa.soning. wild strawberries and blackberries for 
dessert and, in the autumn, a plenitude of nuts, 
Nebuchadnezzar, in the English wood, need not have 
confined his appetite to grass. 

The English wood, then, offers us a glimpse of a 
green, imfallen world a little closer to Paradise than 


S uch is the English wood in which we see the 
poet's fairies, blundering figures, rude mechani- 
cals: this is the Shakespearian wood of nine- 
teenth century nostalgia, which disinfected From the 
supernalurnls all their nasty atavism until they look 
exactly as they do in tliose photographs of fairy folk 
that so enraptured Conan Doyle. 

Enter these enchanted woods. 

However, as it turned out, the Victorians did not 


leave the woods in quite the stale they tnishi have ! 
wished to find them. 

T he Puck was obsessively fascinated by the exotic 
visitor, In some respects, it was the attract ion of 
opposites, for, wheroa.s the Golden Herrn vva.s 
s-m-o-o-(h, the Puck was hairy: on these chill nights 
of summer. Puck was the only one kept warm at all 
inside his hairy pelt. Hairy. Shaggy. Espee;ially about 
the thighs. (And, h'm, on the palms of his hands.) 

Shaggy as a Shetland pony when naked and some- 
times goes on all fours. When he goes on all fours, he 
whinnies; or else he barks. 

He is the lob, the lubbar fiend, and sometimes he 
play.s at being the nut-hrovvn house-sprite for whom a 
bowl of milk is left outside the door, although, ifyou 
want to be rid of him, you must leave him a pair of 
trousers: lie thinks the gift of Irou.sers is an insult to 
his sex, of which he is most proud. Nesting in his 1 
luxuriant pubic curls, that gleam with the deep-fried j 
gloss of the woodcarx’ings of Grinling Gibbons, .see , 
his testicles, wrinkled ripe as medlars- | 

Puck loves hokey-pokey and peek-a-boo; he has , 
relation.s all over the place - in Iceland, the puki; the I 
Devonshire pixy; the .spook of the Low Countries are | 
all his next of kin and nol one of them up to any good- i 
That Puck! 

The tender little exiguities that cluster round the 
Queen of the Fairies do not like to ploy with the Puck 
because he is so rough and rips their painted wings in 
games of tag and pulls the phantasmal legs off the 
grey gnats that draw Titanin's wee coach through the I 
air. kisses the girls and makes them cry, creeps up and ' 
swings between the puce, ithyphallic foxglove spires . 
above Titania’s bed so the raindrops fall and scatter in 
a drenching shower and up she wakes. Spiteful! 

Puck is no more polymorphously perverse than any 
of the rest of these sub-microscopic particles, his 
peers, yet there is something peculiarly rancid and 
offensive about his buggery and his imdinism and his 
frotteurism and his scopophilia and his - indeed, my 
very paper would blush, go pink as an invoice, should 
I write down upon it some of the things Puck gels up 
to down in the reeds by the river, since he is distantly 
related to the great bad god Pan and. when in the 
mood, behaves in indeed an Athenian manner un- 
common in an English wood, although familiar in the 
English public school. 

By the Puck's phallic orientation, you know him for 
a creature of King Oberon’s, 

Hairy Puck fell in love will) Golden Herrn and often 
came to frolic round the lovely living statue in the ' 
moonlit glade, although he could nol, happily for the I 
Herrn, get near enough to touch because Titania fore- | 
thoughtfully had thrown a magical cordon sanilaire i 
round her lovely adoptive so that s/ho was, as it were, i 
in an invisible glass case, such as s/he might find [ 
herself, some centuries later, in the Victoria and Albert 
Museum. Against this transparent, intangible barrier, 
the Puck often flattened still further liis already snub 
nose. 

The Herrn removed his/her left fool from its snug 
nest in her/his crotcli and placed il on the ground. 
With one single, fluent, gracile movement rjf transi- 
tion, s/he shifted on to the other leg- The lotus and the 
snake, on either arm, stayed where they were. 
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Tlie Puck, pressed against Titania’s magii., .sighed 
heavily, stepped back a few paces and began Ic ener- 
getically piav with himself. 

Have you seen fairy sperm'? We mortals call it. 
cuckoo spit. 

A nd no pas,sing, clayey mortal trampling through 
the wood on its great, heavy feel, scattering the 
• fairies who twitter inaitdibly as bats in their 
fright - ju-sl ns sucli a mortal would nol hear tha 
fniriets, so he would never spol the unafraid Herrn. 
.slicking stock still as a trance. 

And if you did chance to spy him/her. you would 
think the little yellow idol was a talisman dropped 
from a gypsy pockel, perhaps, or a charm fallen off a 
girl's bracelet, or else the gift from inside a ver>’ex|)en- 
sive pornographic c;racker- 

Yet, ifyou picked up the beautiful object and held it 
on the palm of your hand, you would feel how warm il 
was. as if somebody had heon liolding il lighl before 
you came and only just put if dirwn. 

And. if you watched long enough, you would .see 
the golden sequins of the eyelids move. 

At which a wind of strangeness would rise up and 
blow away the wood and all witliin it. 

J ust as your shadow can grow big and then shrink 
to almost nothing and then swell back up, again, 
so can these shadows, these insubstantial bubbles 
ol the earth, these "beings" to whom the verb, "to be" 
may not properly he applied, since, in our sense, they 
are not. They cannot be; cannot, ihemselves, cast 
shadows, for who has seen the shadow of a shadow? 
Their exi.slences necessarily moot - do you believe in 
fairies? Their lives lead always just leasingly almo.st 
out of the corners of the eyes of their observers.. so it is 
possible they were only, all the time, a trick of the 
light... such half-being, with such a lack of public 
acknowledgement, is not conducive to any kind of 
visual consistency among them. So they may take 
what shapes they please. 

The Puck can turn himself into anything he likes; a 
three-legged slool, in orderto perpetrate the celebrated 
trick ("Then slip I from her bum, down topples she "| 
so beloved in the lower fonns of grammar schools 
whim the play is read aloud round the class becau.se il 
is suitable for children since it is aboul fairies: a baby 
Fiat: a grand piano - anything! 

Except the lover of the Golden Herrn. 

In his spare moments, when he was not off about 
his Master’s various hiisinosses, the Puck, wistfully 
lingering outside the Herd's magic circle like an 
urchin oulside a candy shop, concluded lhal. in order 
to take full advantage of the sexual facilities offered 
him by the Herm, should the harrier between them 
ever be broken - and the Puck’s motto was. "Be 
prepared" — if there was to be intercourse between 
himself and the Herm, then the Harm's partner would 
require a similar set of equipment In the Herm in 
order to effect maximally satisfactory congross. 

The Puck furl her concluded that ihe equipmeni of 
the Harm's hypothetical partner would need, how- 
ever, to be attached in reverse order to lhal of the 
Herm, in orderto procure a perfect fit and no himbling: 
Ihe Puck, anonslanl inquisitive spy on mortal couples 
come to the wood to make the beast willi two backs in 
what they mistakenly consiilered privacy, had noticed 


ihun' is n voxnti qunstion of handedness about caresses, 
(hat ail rinht-handod lovers truly require left-handed 
purliuirs during tlie preliminaries to the act, and 
Mother Nature, when she cast the human mould, took 
no account of foreplay, which alone distinguishes us 
from the beasts when wo arc being beastly. 

Try. try as he might, try and try again, the Puck 
could not gel it quite right, although, after strenuous 
effort, he at last succeeded in turning himself into a 
perfect sinuilucrum of the Herm and would, at odd 
moments, adopt the Herm’s form and posture and 
slanii facing him in the wood, a living mirror of the 
living statue, except for the fierce erection the satyro- 
ninniat; Puck would not subdue when in the presence 
ofhis love. 

The Herm continued to smile inscnilahly, except 
when hesneezed- 

B iit all of them can grow big! then shrink down 
to... the size of dols, of less than dots, again. 
Kvery last one of them is of such ela.stic since 
incorporeal .substance. Consider the Queen of the 
Fairies. 

1 li'r very name Titania, bears witness to her descent 
from the giant race of Titans; and "descend" might 
SBuin apt enough, at first, to describe the declension 
when she manife.sts herself under her alias, Mab, or, 
in Wales. Mahh, and rules over the other diminutives 
herself the size of the solitaire in an engagement ring, 
as infinitely little as her forebears were infinitely large. 

^ ^ T ow, 1 do call my horned master, the Horn 
of Plentv; but, as for my missus - " said 
* the Puck, in his inimitable Worce.stershire 
drawl- 


B ut, like a Japanese water-flower dropped in a 
glass of water, Titania expands. 


I n theciewy wood tinselled with bewildering moon- 
light, the bumbling, tumbling babies of the faery 
criche trip over the hem of her dress, which is no 
more nor les.s than the margin of the wood itself; they 
stumble in the tangled gra.s.s as they play with the 
coneys, the quick brown fox-cubs, the russet field 
mice and the wee scraps of grey voles, blind velvet 
moles and striped brock with his questing snout - all 
the denizens of the woodland arc her embroidcrings, 
and the birds that flutter round her head, settle on her 
shoulders and make their nests in her great abundance 
of disordered hair, in which are plaited poppies and 
the ears of wheal. 

The arrival of the Queen is announced by no fanfare 
of trumpets but the ash-soft lullaby of wood doves 
and the liquid coloratura blackbird- Moonlight falls 
like milk upon her naked breasts. 

' She is like a double bed; or. a table laid for a wedding 

i breakfast: or. a fertility clinic, 
i In her eyes are babies. When she looks at you, you 
j helplesslyreduplic-ale. Her eyes provoke engendering- 
I Correction; used to provoke. 

' But that was last year, not (his year. Frosts have 
I blasted the fruit blossom, rain has rotted all the com 
so her garland is not gold but greenish and phosphor- 
I escent with blight. The acres of the rye have been 
I invaded with ergot and, this year, eating bread will 
I make you mad. The floods broke down the Bridge of 
I Ware. The beasts refuse to couple: Ihe cows refuse the 
■ bull; and the bull keeps himself to himself. Even the 
; goats, hitherto synonymous with lechery, prefer to 



curl up with a good book. The very worms no longer I 
agitHle the humus whore they used to writhe in blind 
love In the wood, a c.haste, conventual calm reign.s 
over everything, as if foul weather had pul everybody 

The wonderful giantess manifested herself with an 
owl on her shoulder and an apronful of roses and of 
babies so rosy the children could scarcely be distin- 
guished from the flowers. She picked up the child of 
her defunct friend. The Herm stood on one leg on the 
palm of Tilanla's hand and smiled the inscrutable, if 
manic, smile of Ihc figures in Hindu erotic sculplure. 

"My husband shall not have you!” cried Filanta. | 
"He shan't! I shall keep you!" 

At that, thunder crashed, the heavens, which, fora 
brief moment, had sealed themselves up. now re- 
opened again with redoubled fury and all the drenched | 
babies bundled in Titaiiia's pinafore began to cough j 
and sneeze; the worms in the rosebuds woke up at the 
clamour and commenced to gnaw. 

Bui the Queen stowed the liny Herm safe away 
between her breasts as if s/he were a locket and 
commenced to diminish until she was a suitable size 
to enjoy her niece or nephew or nephew/niece d choi.x | 
in the obscurity of an acorn-cup. 

"She cannot pul horns on her husband, for he is 
antlered, already." opined the Puck, changing back 
into himself and skipping across the glade to the , 
heels of his master. For no roe-buck now raises its 
head behind that gorse bush to watch these goings- 
on; Oberon is antlered like a ten-point stag. | 

A mong the props of IheGlobeThealre. along with I 
the llunuler-making machine and the bearskins, I 
• is listed a "robe for to go invisible". By his coal i 
you understand that Oberon is to remain unseen as he 
broods magisterial but impotent above the scarcely 
discernible quiverings among last year's oak leaves 
that conceal his wife and the golden bone of conteii- 
lion that has come between these elemental lovers. 

High in the thick of a dripping hedge of honey- 
suckle, a wee creature was extracting a tritonic, numi- 
nous, luxuriantly perfumed melody from the pan- 
pipes of the wild woodbine. The tune broke off as the 
player convulsed with ugly coughing. He gobbed 
phlegm, that flew through the air until its Irajuclory 
was interrupted by a cowslip, to whose freckled ear 
the translucent poslule clung. The infinitesimal then 
took up his tootling again. 

T he Herm's skin is made of beaten gold but the 
flesh beneath it has been marinated in: rod chili, 
yellow turmeric, cloves, coriander, cumin, fenu- 
greek, ginger, mace, nutmeg, allspice, cous-cous, 
garlic, tamarind, coconut, candlenut, lemon grass, 
galangel and now and then you get - phew! - a whiff 
of a.safoetida. Hot stuff! Were the Herm to be served 
piled up on a lordly plot ter and garnished with shreds 
of its own outer casing, s/he would then resemble that 
royal dish, niogJai birioni, which is decorated with 
edible gold shavings in order, so they say, to aid 
digestion; but, since the Herm is vegetarian, s/he 
would never be able to taste himself. Yet nothing so 
deliciously aromatic as the Herm has ever been scented 
before in England's green and pleasant land, where, 
at this historical period, boiled cabbage and bacon is 
the staple fare. S/he is hot; and sweet, as if drenched 


in honey, but Oberon is the colour of ashes. 

The Fuck, tormented for lack of Herm. pulled up a 
mandrake and sank his prodigious tool in the cleft of 
the reluctant root, which shrieked mournfully but to 
no avail as old shaggylugs had his way with it. 

Distemperate weather. It's raining, it's pouring; the 
earth is in estrangement from itself, the withered buds 
tumble oul of the Queen's apron and rot on themulch, 
for Oberon has put a stop to reproduction. Bui still 
Titania hugs the Herm to her shrivelling bosoms and 
will not let her husband have the wee thing, not even 
for one minute; did she not give a sacred promise to a 
friend? 

What does the Herm want? 

The Herm wants to know what "want" means. 

"I am unfamiliar with the concept of desire. I am 
the unique and perfect, paradigmatic Hermaphrodite, 
provoking on all sides desire yel myself transcendent, 
ihe unmoved mover, the still eye of the tempest, 
exemplary and self-sufficient, the beginning and the 
end." 

Titania. despairing of the Herm's male aspect, in- 
serted a tentative forefinger in the female orifice. The 
Herm felt bored. 

O beron watched the oak leaves quiver and said 
nothing, choked as he was with balked longing 
for Ihe golden, half and halfy thing with its 
salivatory perfume. He took off his invisible disguise 
and made himself gigantic and bulked up m the night 
sky over Ihe wood, arms akimbo, blotting out the 
moon to menace his wife, he wearing nothing hut his 
buskins and his great codpiece; the mos.sy antlers on 
his forehead aren't the half of it, he wears a crown 
made oul of yellowish vertebrae of small mammals, 
down from beneath which his black hair drops straight 
as light. Since he is in his malign aspect, he has pul 
on, furthermore, a necklace of suggestively little .skulls, 
which might be those of babies he has plucked from 
human cradles. Do not forget the Germans call him 
Erl-king. 

His face, breast and thighs he has daubed with 
charcoal; Oberon, lord of Ihe grave silence of endless 
night, Lord of Plutonic dork. His long hair never saw 
scissors but he has this peculiarilv no hairat all on 
either chop or chin, nor his shins, neither, but all his 
face bald a.s an egg, except for his eyebrows, that meet 
in Ihe middle. 

Who in their right minds would trust a child to 
him? 

When Oberon cheers up, a bit, he lets the sun come 
out and then he'll hang little silver hells along his 
codpiece and they go jingle jangle jingle when he 
walks up and down and round about, tlie pretty chink- 
ing sounds hang in the air wriggling like homunculi. 

And if these are not thecrealuresof the dream, then 
surely you have forgotten your own dreams. 

T hu Puck, too, yearning and thwarted as he was, 
found himself helplessly turning himself into 
the thing he longed for, and. under the faintly 
twitching oak leaves, became yel low, metallic, double- 
sexed and extravagantly precious-looking. There the 
Puck stood, on one leg. the living image of the Herm. 
and glitlerecl. 

When Oberon caught sight of that, he stooped down, 


picked up Puck and stood him. a simulated yogic 
Tree, on his palm. A misty look came into Obarnn’s 
eye. The Puck knew he had no option hut to go through 
with it. 

A tishoo! 

Tilania wiped the Herm's nose with thu edge 
of her petticoat, on which the flowers are all 
drooping and shedding embroidery sfitche.s, the fruits 
are cankering and spotting and unravelling, for, if 
Oberon is the Horn of Plenty, then Tilania is the 
Cauldron of Generation and, unless he gives her a stir, 
now and then, with his great pot slick, the cauldron 
will goofflhehoil. 

Nothing doing, said the Herm. 

Lie close and sleep, said Tilania to the Herm. My 
fays shall lullaby you as we cuddle up on my mntlre.s.s 
of dandelion down. 


The draggled fairies obediently started in on a 
chorus of; "Ye spotted snakes with double tongue", 
but were nil so afflicted by coughing and sneezing 
and rawness of the throat and rheumy eyes and gasp- 
ing for breath and all the other symploms of rampant 
influenza that their hoarse voices petered out before 
they reached the bit about the newts and after that the 
only sound in the entire wood wa.s thepil-patleringof 
the rain on the leaves. 

The orchestra has laid down its instruments. The 
curtain ri.ses. The play begins, 


Angela Carter is the first author to appear twice in 
Interzone. The storic.s published hero form part of a 
wider series which will eventually be collected info a 
book, 
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I am standing in tha centre of a howling desert 
storm, metallic grains tearing as if to slrij) me to 
the bone. 1 can find little air to breathe and that is 
full of poisonous gases. My lungs burn, my senses 
turn in on themselves like struck snakes, whipping 
back at me for subjecting them to such awful terrors. 
But 1 am on a quest and shall persist in the face of 
everything. I am stronger than 1 have ever been, my 
powers of concentration and my determination will 
carry me through. I come here seeking powers that no 
human being has yet had, and I must not fail. Like a 
knight in ancient times I must run the gauntlet. 1 must 
be fearless. 

If only my limbs would behave properly: they thrust 
themselves against my control, grotesquely so that I 
laugh. It must be the atmosphere in this dreadful 
land, this frightful country on the deserted planet of 
Amygdalanea. 

Everything here is designed to trap the traveller. 1 
am deceived by strange visions, tortured by horrible 
thirst and hungers, by sexual desires which I feel will 
drive me insane but which sweep away as suddenly 
as they took me, leaving me mercifully drained and as 
dry as an old dying woman. 1 go forward, dragging 
myself through the tempest, wary of the ground which 
has hidden quicksands, unseen steps, rocks which 
seem to move into my path as ifwith intent to trip me, 
hurt me. Ever>'fhing here is hostile. Everything is 
against my plan, but I shall win. 

N adine prepares everything very carefully as she 
has trained herself to do. The room is entirely 
sterile. In the comer is an ozone-ioniser quietly 
aiding continual purification. This entire project is a 
work of art. The carefully placed automatic film 
cameras will record every stage, for she wishes to 
exhibit the process as well as the result. She ha.s 
written notesof all her intentions. It Ls only a matter of 
checking and double-checking; taking everything u 
step at a time. She has taken the appropriate light- 


hypnotic drugs, her hair is very short and washed 
with alcohol, she has administered local anaesthetic. 
The mirrors areal! in place so that she can see exactly 
what she is doing, magnifying glas.ses are to hand, 
and the carefully tailored arm rests are covered in 
sterilised cloths. She lowers herself into the specially 
constructed couch, placing her head on the moulded 
pad. She is an expert with fibreglass and resin and 
made the noiir.h herself. All the instruments are sharp. 
The telephone is silenced, the door is lockeil. 

“So now, Nadine, you can begin," she says aloud. 

She takes a scalpel and with great care makes an 
incision in the image in the mirror. It is the top of her 
own head. When the flaps are laid back all neatly 
clipped anti the area cleared of blood, she takes a liny 
circular saw, adapted from a dentist’s drill, and cuts a 
large area out of her skull, lifting the object which 
resembles something found on a beach, and laying it 
in a steel dish. The look of it amuses her. The only 
discomfort so far was the noise of the saw which she 
hates: the whining sets her teeth on edge but that is 
over. As she takes the first fine probe from the stepped- 
down electrical rack she has to calm herself. Il is very 
exciting. 

This is the culmination of three years of secret 
work. Autosurgery is not unknown in the world of art, 
but this will be the most sophisticated project to date. 
She has spent a lot of time practising and researching, 
picking up knowledge from medical friends, reading. 

similar operations on dogs and cats. 
Sne knows the process by heart. There are important 
differences between animal brains and her own but 
basically everything is the same, and she is perfectly 
familiar with human models. First of ail, it is a matter 
of bypassing certain areas of this delightful grey 
matter, to reach a deeply sealed spot. 

T here were figures approaching. This was to be 
the first confrontation, 

"Say who you are!" a loud voice demanded. 


She prepereri lo present herself with ciignily. A lot 
would depend upon what shesaid and how she did it, 
but someone else spoke in different accents. 

"What the bloody hell am you doing here?" The 
voice was ven,' cultured, very migry. And also someone 
else. 

"You stupid twal cornin' down 'ere at night, yer've 
bleediiT well asked for it!" Somebody leapt at her and 
gave her a clout on the arm with something heavy and 
she squealed, all dignity forgotten, anger surging in 
response. 

"I am Nadine Quilling, an artist, and I am here 
seeking peace.” Her mouth filled with sand out of the 
gale. The attacker grabbed her clothing and the pain 
in her arm was excruciating. "I'll bleodiiT well do for 
ycr — got any cash?" 

"No. Nothing." She was pushing backwards and 
fell over a sharp rock, inanagnti lo roll onto hands and 
knees. Fear got her by the skin, hairs rising like pins. 
Was this how it should be? Where was the rational 
discussion? 

"Get to your feel woman, immedialelv, and explain 
yourself." She did so, to face a man in iwoeds with a 
bristly moustache. He carried a shotgun. I lis face was 
scarlet with fury. The storm dropped somewhat and 
she spat out sand. 

"If you trespass on my land you will be shot a.s like 
ns not. I don't tolerate poachers, I don't call the police. 
I act. You'd best be off or you might get a blast up the 
behind. What are you doing here?" 

"I'ni on a mission. I seek peace." 

"Bloody conshy I suppose. No patience with 'em." 
The man did not seem to be aware of the others poach- 
ing on 'his' land. The youth with the weapon was 
doing a kind of war dance, laughing lo himself, "She 
seeks peace, tee hee, she seeks peace." 

He was painted in an extraordinary manner, his 
face a canvas, his skull almost shaved and dyed with 
some lettering which she could not decipher. The 
third person was more menacing; he hud an unhealthy 
spotted complexion and mean eyes like a furtive rat. 
His clothes were poor, everything greasy and worn. 
He looked cold and underfed. 

"No money. Them with no money pays .somehow." 
He moved his hand and brought to life a flick-knife 
which he gestured with in a sly gentle manner. It 
made the blood run cold. The three were obviously 
not together, but they were all against her. 

"Somebody like you .shouldn't bo out hero at night, 
it'.s dangerous for Iho.sii that don’t belong." Suddenly 
the painted youth went for her but she was faster than 
he was and grabbed the thing in hi.s hand, a heiivv 
cosh. All peace missions forgotten, she swung at him 
at thesame time as aiming a kick at the. shntgun which 
went off with a dreadful sound mingling with the 
screams of the man with the knife who got the full 
blast. The youth went down with a grunt and she 
turnedlolhe tweedy squire but hewasriinnhigaway. 

Things were not going at all well, but at least she 
was whole and safe. 

Notes on my Autosurgery, by Nadine Quilling. 

I have always had a violerl nature. All my life 1 
have been the victim of a terrible temper. I once almost 
killed my little sister; it was only the limnlv interven- 
tion of an adult which saved me from putting the 


kitchen meat-knife, an instrument of .surgical .sharp- 
ness, through her throat because she had once morn 
stolen my teddy-bear. School was fraught with fights. 
Teenage saw me. an intelligent girl who could pass 
exams easily, wandering the streets of the city with a 
knife and a gang of acolytes, looking for trouble. I am 
told that when i wa.s a baby I screamed almost all my 
waking hours, bit my Mother's nipples and then the 
teats off feeding-bottles. I was always loved in spite of 
everything. I was a wanted child and my violence was 
nol bred in a soup of Freudian deprivation or parental 
error. And they had wanted a girl. 

I have always been abnormally strong, able lo win 
fights with boys and later able to beat any man at 
Indian wrestling. All I had to do to win was lo unleash 
in myself my ungovernable rage and direct it into my 
arm. The sheer fact of existence fills me with fury, if is 
as il I was born full of resentment and rage at being in 
this vvorkl. I should have been born somewhere else 
I niore suited to my lalents. which in spile of the flower- 
ing of my intellectuality, resulting in being recognised 
as unusually clever, does not moke me feel at home on 
Farth. My destiny is not fulfilled. I have never fell 
that. 

So I am going to alter this state of affairs. Earth is 
where I am and will be, and lam fully tired of losing 
friends with my evil moods. Many things have already 
been tried of course; I have been lo psychiatrists and 
neurosurgeons ever since I was little. My parents 
refused to allow me to have brain surgery because 
they feared the crude methods might turn me into a 
vegetable. They were correct, but the answer still lies 
in brain surgery. That is why I have devoted recent 
. years lo learning everything necessary about manipu- 
I lation of the human brain. I am an artist, as is well- 
known, hut painting ceased to give me satisfaction as 
I did fibreglass sculpture. 1 have worked in performance 
I art, and this new project is very much a result oftho.se 
years I spent doing quite extraordinary things in front 
I of people in art galleries. Now, I intend to solve the 
, central problem of my own life. Rather than trust 
! myself lo a brain surgeon, I myself will effect the 
radical change in temperament needed to make my 
life peaceful, without altering in any way my inletli- 
, gence, perception of the world or motor functions. 
More than one piece of autosurgery has been success- 
fully carried out, although some have unfortunately 
* been obliged to call for medical help due to exhaus- 
tion. This operation will be painless and I do not 
■ anticipate fatigue. There will be no problems with 
main arteries; success will lie with skill and delicacy. 

Having located my own amygdala, which is the 
seat of the disturbance, I shall implant permanent 
pathways lo that and to nearby areas so that I can 
•self-administer appropriate chemicals to the exact 
; brain area needed whenever I feel slightly irritated, 
which is often the prelude to a fit of rage. I .shall never 
again be out of self control. 

I hope that this process will become recognised as a 
valid tool to people similarly afflicted, lo violent .souls 
of all kinds who wield terror over others, to anyone 
who de.stroys the peace of the world by unleashing 
the powers of darkness which reside deep within 
their natures, whether there by natural accident or 
unfortunate distortion. I intend to benefit people 
I instead of being remembered as one who ruined her 



own and other's lives because she could not keep her 
temper. 

Everything is prepared (see notes on procedure], 

I have no fear. 


S he had several chemicals prepared in readiness. 
Noonesubstance was a panacea. It would require 
experience to know which to introduce at any 
one time; there was the monthly cycle, occasional 
illness and medicines to be taken into account. Deep 
in the hypothalamus, many chemicals have many 
effects. Any interference must be as precise as poss- 
ible, unlike the offerings of the chemotherapists she 
had encountered over the years. She had steroids, 
hormones, cannabinol, cannabichrome, adrenochrome, 
ergotamine, delt-1 form tetrahydrocannabinol, supra- 
reserpine. norepinephrine, psilocin, and her own 
invention, her own serotonin invert. It had hitherto 
been thought that serotonin was not after all a useful 
psychotherapic tool, but she had not been convinced 
from her reading. She had extracted her own serotonin 
and distorted its indole structure to resemble that of 
lysergic acid derivatives. The scar on her belly showed 
where she had opened herself to lake the necessary 
samples from the bowel lining, and with the help of a 
biochemist, a dear friend who had no idea what she 
was actually engaged in, had mimicked this precisely 
and could produce it in the lab next door, which hod 
once been a kitchen. 

The only advantage of possibly getting someone 
else to do what she required was that a qualified brain 
surgeon would not be as excited as shn was during 
actual operation. She could not be too tranquillised. 
Her advantage was that strength of character goes 
hand in hand, paradoxically, with a vile temper. Her 


rage could tear the world apart, and she was making it 
construct a new world. 

Everything would be okay, said an optimist deep 
within that part of her which she now probed with a 
fine erect, sterile wire, 

I I rained, it rained, and all the world was mud. The 
mud smelled of death and effluents, of petrol and 
shit and lead. She wore dark green Wellington 
boots and a sou wester hat, and in between, nothing. 
What could logic do in such □ world, you would gel 
wet eventually anyway. Trudging after her mother in 
the snow it had been like this, the boots sticking in the 
green slime and clay beneath the perfect whiteness. 
Not far to go now lovey, soon be at school, put your 
feel where I put mine or you may fall into a bog, this 
field is full of bogs under the snow. Out there though, 
in the countryside the snow was never blotched by 
specks of soot- Lifting high the infant legs, in the end 
the warmth oftheschoolhouse full of enemies, now to 
be faced, her mother gone to work leaving her small 
and precious intelligent very bad- tempered giri in the 
hands of ignorant teachers and children who would 
laugh at the fur-lined hood her mother had sewed, 
and call her Eskimo Nell. 

On and on now through the terrible humours of this 
planet where the weather was never good, was always 
dull and wet and cold and wretched, oh to be in 
England, now November's here! Everything looks like 
a sea of diarrhoea, even earthworms could not thrive 
in this cold stuff, and they will survive almost any- 
thing. Planting daffodils, she had often marvelled at 
the lively worms turning in their graves, indignant at 
being disturbed to make way for a bulb which would 
also survive the ghastly vvinter and thrust forth beauty 
and laughter enough to delight a crowd of Words- 
worths whose hearts would lift at the sight of those 
glorious sex-organs. 

Bui now it was serious, and she was alone, no Mother 
to guide and cheer and it didn't look much like any- 
thing at all had been planted. But as in fairytales and 
horror stories, there was a light on the horizon. Was it 
a house, a palace, or a Wiil-o'-the-Wisp come to lure 
her to her death in the bubbling morass beneath the 
outer shell of the plimet? Then’ was only one way to 
find out- A wind whipped up, full of gall and ire, 
blowing the rain of sulphur from far hills fit to rot a 
frozen mammoth. But this was important work, her 
legs must carry her — towards the lights. It seemed to 
take an age, the knees weakening, the fingers long 
since dropped off with cold for all she kjiew and 
hunger and thirst driving her mad to the point where 
she thought perhaps like Scarlett she might go with 
the wind and eat the very earth. Khell and Ashley 
were nowhere to be seen when real trouble was brew- 
ing. Her senses were not deprived, therefore she need 
not have been looking inward so much, deep into the 
sea of associations, not always as frne as some literary 
critics will have it, but the outer world was so bloody 
awful there was nothing for it but to be inward as well 
as go on, like Milligoon, to Christmas backwards, or 
the light. It would have been perfectly possible to 
forget what world she was out to change so awful was 
the world she was in, but deep in her mind it was 
there: the ideal, the idea, the id, the drive onwards to 
the light and salvation. 


T he light was in an office block in a car park with 
no cars, but the door opened as she approached 
it much as doors in hillsides open to those in 
fairytales or those with heavy shopping bags in 
department stores. A secretary in a nylon overall 
waited. 

"Do you have an appointment?" That phrase, how * 
many desperate supplicants has it pul off forever, 
how many at the end of their tethers have simply 
stepped backwards and knotted the tether into a noose 
for their own necks? 

"Yes," she lied. 

"Well if you will go into the waiting-room I'll ask 
the chief to see you in a moment," On the waiting- 
room wall the posters, A skull smoking a cigarette, a 
reminder to have hercervix checked, a warning about 
loxicaria (but who eats dogshit anyway?), a holiday 
poster for spectacular trips across the Great Central 
Commisuro, complete with arranged simulated brain 
damage so that presumably one would not be able to 
read any more boring posters. The magazines on the 
table; Country Li/e, Vogue, Punch, instruction on how 
to go walking in the country dressed in a side-slit 
scarlet dress with high sequinned shoes, feathers in i 
the hair, and punch somebody, possibly an unsus- ' 
pectingPig- ' 

And then the cross of Jesus on a handout, adverti- 
sing Western Meditation which would change the ! 
world, person by person, relaxation was the key to i 
eliminating ail warfare. Jesus, with his coterie of thugs ' 
around him, instructing them how to spread the 
message so that all future generations would be able ' 
to torture and maim and kill in His name. The only 
one among them with any wit or foresight, Judas. And 
his girlfriend Mary of ill repute turned from a healthy ■ 
woman into a fool fetishist. If he comes again, it will ■ 
be different. She herself would personally attend to 
him. She Mary Amygdala %vould personally duff him ; 
up for ail the pain and trouble and misery.... ' 

"The Chief will see you now," said the secretary 
who had glided in on the thick pile carpet. With no ! 
word she followed, dripping evil-smelling mud, and 
then stood there in front of the vast and dignified desk ■ 
covered in the hide of an unfortunate animal. She 
faced a pair of gleaming spectacles which did not 
quite hide perverted intelligence shooting forth like 
sunrays at her disreputable appearance. 

"Have a seat." She resisted easily the temptation to ; 
pick up the seat and bash him with it; sat on it, 
squelching bare bum. and the interview began. She 
gathered together her confidence. 

"I understand that you are applying fora passport, 
and a licence for agriculture?" • 

"You understand correctly." There would be no [ 
point in revealing negative emotion it would get her | 
nowhere, but the sight of that face was making adren- 1 
alin build up from underneath making a stagnant 
sewer in weak conduits. The fury of ages wa.s in her. 
in front of her its cause. All in one package, a meni- , 
festation of what fucked up the world. 1 

A white, clean, bespectacled, masculine, self-assu- 
red, unscrupulous, self-controlled, reasonable, ratio- 
nal, patronising, helpful, fatherly, brotherly, friendly, i 
efficient, trained, qualified, educated, powerful, po- I 
tent, virile, monied, God-fearing, authoritative, secure, I 
pol ite and democratic male. He must be democratic or 1 



she would not be here at all. 

"Well, let's begin at the beginning." he said, relax- 
ing visibly, the bristles on his face taking a slightly 
downward curve. She looked with her telescopic and 
microscopic eyes and saw his pores open and exude 
micrograms of sweat containing bacteria, ethyls and 
esters from whiskey, urea and after-shave. 

"No, that's too far back. Let's begin now." The 
whiskers made an arc in space which would have 
delighted Einstein, but nothing else showed. 

"Well, put it to me then in more detail. What do you 
require of this office?" he was being polient. 

"1 wish to have free access to the hypothalmic and 
Amygdalanean territories and after soil-improvement, 
grow new crops, guaranteed disease-free." 

"You must he aware that it will cost you millions, 
and that there are strict laws governing what is grown 
here?" 

"Yes. But I am prepared to pay a large prit:e, and 
you would gain in other areas al.so." 

"Would we though? Our ecology is already very 
carefully balanced." 

"1 noticed that, outside," she said with sarcasm. 
And then as he reddened slightly, she told him what 
she planned to grow. Hybrids of cannabis saliva, 
peyote, various medicinal plants, and also in under- 
ground caverns, with stinray and infra red, anticipating 
his pointing oul that the weather here was too stormy 
and cold for such crops. 

"I see." With glasses like those he should have been 
able loses but he clearly did not, quite. 

"And how soon would you wish to commence 
work?" It was funny how some things commenced 
and others began. 

"1 wish to commence immediately." 

"I see." There was a nasty ashtray on the de.sk. 


carved by some sad hand driven to torture alabaster. 
She saw it slowly lift itself and slowly work its way 
through his cranium, shattering slow blood over the 
room, and this vision warmed her while she wailed. 

"Well, if you will just return to the waiting-room I 
shall run a few things through the computer and then 
we can discuss it further, We cannot promi.sc any- 
thing." 

"Of course not," she said, knowing that it wouid 
always be true. Out in the waiting-room she delib- 
erately cbose another chair to mark with an arseprinl. 
There was a mirror, she got up and went to check her 
appearance- The top of her head was open, the scalp 
laid back like turf, clipped short and neat ready to lay 
down on a prepared surface. There were wires sticking 
out of the grey brain, a smudge of blood on her fore- 
head. No pockets, no handkerchief, so shn wiped off 
the blood with spittle as best she could. She sat on yet 
another chair but she was dried out now except for her 
own humours, damply steaming on even Ihegrimme-st 
day. She was summoned again. 

"Well. I've checked a few facts and figures and there 
certainly seems no need to terminate the application at 
this point. It will go before the Board next Thursday 
and we will let you know of their decision by mail." 

"But that's no good. I need to know now. I've got 
everything ready, it is a matter of life and death." 

"My dear lady, it isnot a matter of life and death. I’m 
afraid there is no other way. We have to be democratic 
about these things, we can't have just any old project 
going through without a vote and we cannot rush these 
things." She thought of attempting to bribe him with 
promised cash, but he had another idea. 

"Of course, if you would like to discuss it further 
here and now," he said in a different tone of voice, 
looking at her breasts. He turned round to a drinks-tray 



behind him, then she picked up the alabaster monster 
and hit him with it hard. She stormed out past the 
open-mouthed secretary', determined la go ahead with 
the project anyway. So, it wa.s illegal! Anarchy was Ihe 
reply. 

O utside it was still raining anti there were no 
other buildings. It is at such moments that anger 
changes into despair. There had been a lot of 
anger so there was a Ini of despair. Slumping along in 
her Wellies she cried bitter desjrerate tears. When 
they got into the schoolyard at playtime the other 
children ganged up on her, pulling her ringlets. Out- 
numbered sbe ran to Ihe lavs to hide and found fright- 
ful things written behind the door. Outside in the 
yard, under the shelter, wore cages of baby while 
mice. Everybody got to look at thorn except her. She 
wished it would be tealimeso that she could go home. 
Then the bell rang and she opened her eyes, aware of 
her storili.sed room, the alarm set to go off every ten 
minutes as an aid in case of unconsciousness. Not 
infallible, but it had worked now. 

It was wonderful the way nothing hurt at all. In a 
superstitious corner of her mind she had not quite 
believed that brain tissue does not itself feel. 

She steadied herself and selected a cannula. ver>- 
gently worked it down into the tissue until the point 
made contact where an electrode had been. The matter 
closed around it as if welcoming the foreign object. 
The cannula was obtained through a biologist, a size 
used for goats. She had told him that she was doing a 
lifesizD sculpture of a brain operation on a goat, a 
perfectly possible thing for her to be engaged in. The 
top was adjustable so that she could have it exactly 
right, hardly protruding through her skull when re- 
placed. She had not known how thick it would be. but 
judged correctly that it had been quite thick from the 
number of knocks it had taken during fights without 
cracking, Two more cannulae went in without trouble. 
It wa.s now a matter of testing to see if they were 
correctly placed, although she already fell sure. Bui 
she did not want to be the victim of perpetual appetites 
or to feel continually hot, or cold or have her judge- 
ment and senses distorted in any wav. .A few milli- 
metres and she might not be able to read, or In smell 
certain things — but she reminded herself to concen- 
trate now and not digress upon morbid possibilities. 

A human brain is not I ike an animal brain precisely, 
and doubtless human brains were individuals also, 
just like faces and hands. Sheonly knew this one, and 
it was the first meeting, 

S uddenly the weather cleared and she was in a 
burning desert. A beach, not a desert. There 
were few people about at this lime of day, but no 
mad dogs. A sailor with his trousers rolled up and liis 
peaked hat awry. The Greeks were friendly and good 
tempered, the men much too friendly but pleasant. 
Nearby a tethered goat munched on kitchen scraps, 
its golden eyes blank with greed. The sailor came and 
sat down beside her, jogging her paintbrush, ruining 
the sketch she was making. 

"Hey steady on. look what you've done!" He looked 
but obviously could not tell there was anything amiss. 
He pul his arm round her in a strong grip, hurting her 
bare arm, and put his other hand on her breast which 


wns clad only in a tiny hikini top. This was so unex- 
pected and unu.siial, all the Greeks sho had met spent 
a lot of time chaltinn and bein^ charming. He tried to 
kiss her. 

"Get off you bastard what the hell do you think 
you're doing." In any language the message was plain, 
from both of them. He had no smile, no charm, not a 
typical Greek but horribly handsome and knew it. She 
started to struggle but he persisted, murmuring the 
one word "fuck". 

"Oil sod off you pig," she said, and got her .strength 
together, heaving him off as she stood up so that he 
rolled in the sand. Perhaps he wa.s drunk, again unu- 
sual for a Greek- He was on his feel again and instantly 
at her but she got her ankle behind his to bring him 
down. He was very strong but now she was furious 
and crashed her fist into his teeth making him howl 
and bring his hands up. Her other fist wont into his 
eye and her knee into his balks, bending him double as 
siie sprang back. She grabbed her sketching box and 
hit him on the back of the head with it, flinging tubes 
of painl everywhere. He fell groaning, then silent. She 
spent a lot of time getting back the paints except one 
which the goat had eaten, packed everything and 
watched the sailor getting to his feet, bending over 
again to vomit. He gave her a venomous glare and 
shook his fist but she shook hers witli more delcimina- 
lion. He staggered off, and she went in search of some 
lunch. Thank heavens she had her strength, the world 
was not always safe for women. 

S he lay back sweating profusely on the sterile 
sheet. The sun, theeffort. The doubt. What would 
have happened if she had not been able to zap 
him? It was not possible to think about it, saliva came 
into the mouth with revulsion. She remembered now, 
she had given the ruined sketch to the goat. 

So, a little more work and the worst of this project 
would be finished. She took careful measurements, 
deciding to bore the holes now while she was still 
steady. A highspeed drill can rip through anything 
and needs great care. Little jokes about holes in the 
head flittered through her mind as she finished the 
job- Then, the electrodes again, the fine probe. Just 
testing. 

She suddenly foil the blissful orgasmic wave.s pass- 
ing entirely through her, a wonderful feeling of plea- 
sure, hut had Ihe presence of mind to switch off the 
current- It must be like that for deepsea divers; Ihe 
symptoms of euphoria were so pleasant that she might 
not wish lo surface. Already sho was tempted to switch 
on again. No wonder animals would starve lo rioath 
rather than slop pressing the buttons- She pros.sed her 
own and was instantly flooded with a feeling of happi- 
ness, physical sensation so agreeable that it must surely 
be the way flesh was meant to feel? She switched off, 
trembling. Sho took a while In calm down, adminis- 
tered more local anaesthetic and a mild tranquilliser 
and set lo work again. Another probe. 

V ennors Ihe Lizard Lord stood before her, snarling 
to show his terrible teeth, his immon.so and 
splendid ruffle standing up to impress and inti- 
midate. His claws were terrible and his anger great. 
She had trespassed into the innermost secrets of the 
Keep, and she must die. 

"So, you call yourself a soaker?" he hissed, his 


1 tongue slithering to manage her language. "You come 
. to spy on us from Earth! You will not be Ihe last to 
^'®P°sed of hereon Amygdalanea, oh bride 
' of Deatli. What say you?" 

"Aw shaddup Vennors you oversized newt- I’ve 
lelographed the contents of the scrolls to my colleagues, 
you might try anything but you can't spoil the project 
now. We now know that you've been stealing precious 
metals from Ihe lands of Maruzzi and Magoun. We 
have you, Vennors, what are you going to do?" For 
answer he extended his claws and lashed out at her. 
but she was quick and lithe and dodged expertly, 
meanwhile drawing her sword, As she .swung it around 
her head she felt its power flow through her arms like 
[ eiectricily, her shoulders flexed, she look her stance, 

! and as Ihe creature darted forward she hacked off one 
I front leg with a mighty sweep. A frightful roaring 
filled the cavern like thunder in the Hippocampal 
deeps but still he advanced, eyes red with rage, green 
blood spouting onto the precious tapestries which he 
had plundered from the weavers of Heschel's Gyrus. 
She thrust with the sword deep into his rumbling 
breast, needing all her strength, the strength of con- 
viction. through I he armour plalingand into the beat- 
ing heart as evil and black as his plans. He who had 
I tried to destroy her world was now dying. 

' "Earthwoman thou hast done for me," he groaned, 
blood dripping out of his mouth. "But tell me this. 
How will you now return lo Earth. My minions have 
destroyed your ship. Did you think we were complete 
fools?” She sprang back, pulling out the sword which 
■ smoked with his acrid humours, and ran for the door, 

, down the thousand steps of his tower and out into the 
perpetual twilight of Amygdalanea. The grey plain 
stretched before her, the only relief her wrecked ship. 
She thrust her sword into its scabbard and put up her 



hands in supplication. I 

"Oh, Board of Medical Directors, how will you help I 
me now?" ! 

T he thing is, she thought lazily, cleaning her j 
instruments with alcohol, I need the angst to i 
get me out of scraps, but would I get into the | 
scraps in the first place if it wasn't for the angst? ' 
There were always outside circumstances which would | 
excite anyone to ire and wrath, But those who were | 
mild and turned the other cheek, did they gel raped, i 
beat up. slaughtered? Well of course they did. 

She placed a drop of cannabinol down the central 
cannula. In.stant trip, thoughts going on several levels, 
delight and distortion and mystery and humour. Great 
fun. And not a bit of aggro anywhere. When it was 
over she lay dreamily smiling, thinking, well, it works 
just fine. Amazing- But she was lazy, she just wanted 
to lie there, existing, taking pleasure in being around. 
She took a look in the mirror at the exposed brain and 
found it hilarious. She laughed and giggled, feeling 
the lovely humour rise up from her diaphragm in 
waves, the funniest brain she had ever seen. A person 
could live like this, just laughing at their own brain. 
There was a loud knocking on the door of her apart- 
ment. Instant alert. Who was it. Go away. Keeping 
quiet, wishing them away. Eventually it stopped, they 
had assumed she was out, had not heard her laughing, 
she hoped- 

Lasf stage of the operation, placing the skull with 
its holes over the ducts, perfect fit. Then the scalp, 
stitches. Antiseptic. Shot of penicillin, adjustment of 
drip feed to include high ascorbic acid, take that out 
soon. Her brain cleared of the last molecules of canna- 
binol and she felt fine. If it wasn’t for the oxygen 
cylinder she would have liked a smoke. The cannula 
ducts were obvious but she would wear a hat until her 
hair grew again. Resting she waited until she fell 
quite certain she would not feel ill upon getting up 
and slowly sat up. When the dizziness had gone she 
began putting things in order, had a whiff of oxygen 
and went to make a cup of ginseng tea. She washed 
her face. Everything was fine. She hoped that the 
films were good. About three days convalescence, 
probably, taking it easy. Quiet, and sleep. And then 
there would be the matter of obtaining horticultural 
sunlamps, good manure, and fresh seeds. And a clean 
water supply down there in the caves. Whole tracts of 
Amygdalanea were wasteland; she would make them 
blossom. The alarm bell rang so she went to disconnecl 
it. There was the important matter of getting Vennor’s 
minions on her side to assist with repairing her ship. 
She would be their leader now Vennors was dead. 
The phone rang as soon as she plugged it in. 

"Hello Nadine, your phone's been out of order, I’ve 
been trying to get you for days." 

"Hello, who is that, this is Mary Amygdala speak- 
ing." 

"Nadine, quit joking, there’s a party tonight in Elsie’s 
studio, can you come?" 

"You’ve got the wrong number, this is Mary Amyg- 
dala you creeping Jesus." She slammed the phone so 
hard that the plastic cracked and she picked it up and 
crashed it against the wall, knocking a pickled cat’s 
brain off a shelf. She was about to start screaming 
when she remembered. No need. The cannuias. She 
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drippodasmali dose of her own special serotonin and 
was instantly in a different frame of mind. She must 
have been suffering from post-operative shock. She 
cleaned up the mess but fell slightly weak so went to 
sit by the window, pulling the cord on the blinds. The 
view outside w'as of a dismal November aflernoon, 
with rain and gusts of wind blowing garbage around. 
It was enough to depress the spirits, but she wasn’t 
going to get upset; perhaps the weather would improve 
by tlie time she had finished her convalescence. The 
aflernoon mail arrived and she noticed that there had 
been other mail. She opened the most ominous one, 
which was disguised as an eieclricily bill, but she 
could decipher the strange script. It was a declaration 
from the minions of Vennors of their sworn enmity 
and a refusal under any circumstances to help her. 

She went to sit by the window once more. Tears ran 
down her face. Not tears of anger, but the tears of the 
timid and ineffectual. Only rarely as a child had she 
ever fell like this. Perhaps she would never be able to 
return to earth. Perhaps they would stop her crop- 
growing scheme. If she wenl out perhaps she would 
be attacked by louts? There must be ways of dealing 
with situations without force but they were alien to 
her. Surely though, she had taken the right course? 
One thing was certain, nothing in her world would 
ever be the same again. 

Josephine Saxton's first story. “The VVoH", appeared 
in 1965, since when she has published regularly, if 
notprolifically.on both sides of the Atlantic. She is the 
author of four novels, Ihemost recent being The Travels 
of Jane Saint (1980|, oil of which defy easy categori- 
zation. 

Con tin lied from jiiikp2 

A inaKaziiiB is nnl unlike a cilv which is nne rrason why 
/nltireojie Is iianinti aflur ciiie. II hopes to allracl pmmineni rcisidenls 
from olsewhore: poopla who will wander in. find Ihe environment 
.slimulatiiig. stay for a while, leavn their mark, move on. So il was 
with most nf the niainr writers idontifisd with the Moorcock .Veil 
Wiirid.s.- Aldiss, Ballard. Disr.h. Moorcock him.self..Spinrad,andso 
fiirlh. Ill lime there will also be locals who make >tiiud and beenme 
foiiums within the city, but the ullimdic measure of their success 
comes when it i.s time for them to move on. Will they sustain Iheir 
rnpiiliillons, or will they lapse into nbscnrilv'' Here lies .Vew 
IVnrid.s's most sigiiificaiil failure The wnler.s who jirew up and 
prospered in its environs were people like Michael Buttenvorlh. 
Graham Chamock, GeorRe Gollyn, l-anRdon )ones. David Masson, 
Charles Platt, I’eliir Tain. Whom are they now? Only lolm Sladek 
and Inn Watson |who resided there briefly in infancy) wenl cm In 
Krealer things. TIiR lesser-known companion mnBarine Science 
Piinln.sv, thouRh lackinR the reputation, has at least an equally 
impressivB record, havinR suckled M. lohn Harrison, Chrislophar 
Priest, Keith Roberts and lusophinu Saxton, anionR others, before 
its premature demise 

Inler/one is a new cummunily, wilh new aim.s. We could aim 
biller epithets at Ihn ever-mnre-bioaled rjircass of commercial fnii- 
lasy and sf, but il would be .ilmut os offoctunl as trvliiR to stop a 
dinosaur wilh a peashooter. Wo would sooner use our precious 
space lu u.xpinro and celebrate thn possibilities of what is oriRinal 
and worlhwhiln in imaRinative fiction, tii provide an open and 
viiricd forum for writers miher than a slmiliackeled market. Alreadv 
wu have allracled soma famous and l.ilenled residents, some of 
Diem previously [irominent in New World.s. New names an- now 
bORinnint! lu appuar, writers who we hope will goon to leave their 
mark on lh« world. It's u Rradual, organic process. After three 
issues this magazine is far from fuifilling ail our hopes for It. but we 
are happv wilh the wav il i.s dovelopiiig. We hope our readers - 
even ihiisu as impatient and forgetful of the njaiilies of llieir own 
history as Michael Moorcock and Charles Plait • will stick with us 
and ciiloy and conlrihule to that deviilopmenl. Hvon ,\en Worlds 
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Nicholas Allan 


I remember, before finally living together, vve arran- 
ged trysts at a mutual friend s flat, and it was there 
we first undressed together, and it was there I first 
inspected, stroked, and eventually melted into the 
full extent of Camilla’s white body; and it was there I 
first witnessed the curious excrescences or fleshy 
wings of equally white skin which descended an inch 
or so from the shy lips of her vagina. They were not 
offensive; they were even charming, cute., .sensual (as 
well as sensitive), and in the course of our love-making 
1 would kiss or tease them in much the same way as I 
might kiss or tease her ears or nipples. It was during 
one of these afternoons (after particularly strenuous 
and altogether satisfying passion) that she lay her 
damp ash-blonde head in the crook of my arm and 
explained that these extensions of her genitalia, which, 
as if to exemplify her remark, were at that point illum- 
inated by a slant of gold sunlight from the window, 
had made their appearance only after we had met, 
■'What does that mean?" I asked, 

"I don't know," she whi.spered. 

1 suspected, at the time, that it was as if her body 
itself had a message for me; this was her gentle and 
oblique way of saying that she accepted me, perhaps 
was even very fond of me. And it must have been 
about a week later that I discovered, in the bath one 
morning, that a reciprocation had occurred - not 
only in my feelings towards her, but in a definite 
thickening and even extension of my own foreskin. II 
was as though a layer of subculanuous fat. similar to 
lhal found at the base of the Ihumb, had developed 
about my penis. This, of course, I immediately revealed 
to Camilla. Yet neither of us felt cause for alarm; in 
fact we were quite comforted, since these physical 
anomalies considerably increased the sweetness of 


our love-makin^I would go so far as to say it served 
to bring us together, though how much closer together 
it was eventually to bring us ! could not then have 
guessed - or. for that matter, wanted to have guessed. 

I remember distinctly, after one of the secret appoint- 
ments at our mutual friend's flat, we found our- 
selves still unrelieved, still sexually iingralifii'd— 
Although 1 personally feared the consequences of 
living together. I felt, as did Camilla, that our young, 
expansive, buoyant bodies required more frequent 
union than the kindness of oiirmutual friend allowed. 

It was decided we should rent a flat, and before long 
we found one which was very small, cheap, and badly 
furnished. The first few days in our new home, I 
recollect, were spent hedonistically. yet without the 
least guill. in reckless coptilation. on chairs, on the 
cooker, the bathroom scales, against the wall, on the 
front-door mat. under the television-.sei, in Ihe hath, 
oil the lavalorv. between the kitchen table and the 
ironing board, and once or twice in tlie bed. We 
screeched manically. lowed like cows; with an old 
Fred Aslaire record we'd discovered under the sofa, 
presumably left by the last tenant, we experimented 
freely with rhythm. And so we managed to perform 
the kind of ninnoouvres impossible in our parents' 
houses, ones we'd only read or talked or dreamt about 
before. 

The pleasure (inconceivable now) of seeing Camilla 
step whitely naked into the kitchen nr wander non- 
chalantly across the front-room floor was inestimable. 
The very idea of massaging her breasts while she 
endeavoured to make the lea or flush the lavatory sent 
me into erotic raptures. For hours on end we would sit 
or lie on the carpel in the front-room, half-replete. 



fouchitif? one another, examining languorously the 
subtle folds, tiny hairs, and smooth surfaues of our 
pale skin.s, and forever fondling the puuulinr enlarge- 
ments of our respective sexual organs. It was during 
one of those moments that we noticed - could not 
help but notice - that a substantial growth of both 
had taken place, 

"Does it worry you?” Camilla asked, with genuine 
concern. 

"Not at all,” I said. 

As we huddled together on the blue carpet, silent, 
content, thankful, my lips brushing her blonde locks, 
Camilla beginning to hum a tune called "A Foggy 
Day we’d recently heard on the ancient record-player, 

I had a brief, yet positively distinct inclination to 'ask 
her to marry me. (hough fnriunatel v (i say fortunately 
from a retrospective point of view). I possessed the 
presence ofmind not to, 

I think it must have been on the third morning of 
our living in the flat that 1 decided, in that semi- 
hazed state between waking and sleeping, that ' 
perhaps we should take a walk outside, go shopping, 
and inspect our new neighbourhood. On attempting 
to gel out of bed, however. I found i was unable to pull 
myself away from the still sleeping Camilla. My testi- 
cles seemed somehow attached to her. .She stirred. I 
assumed that my morning erection (due mostly to a 
full bladder) had by chance lodged itself between her 
legs,. and this I found rather touching. On delicate 
inspection and carefully applied leverage, however, I I 
discovered this not to 'be the case. It seemed I was ' 
definitely stuck, [ 

"Camilla...” I began. I 

Camilla was smiling, which, surprisingly, slightly ' 
irritated me. Her blue eyes watched me in what i can 
only call a demanding way. I 

"Look, could you raise vour left leg a little?” I said. , 
She giggled. , 

"I want to go fora pee.” 

Camilla continued to gaze at me, without moving. 
"Why don’t you., .go inside me?” she said coyly. 

^tiil only half-awake, the suggestion appeared i 
strangely erotic - it was something we'd never tried 
before - arid so, after a little hesitation, I emptied the 
entire contents of my bladder into her, and Camilla, 
receiving it, smiled rather mischievously throughout. 
Curiously, perhaps asloundingly, there was no leak- 
age, not one yellow slain on thesheet-s. Without with- 
drawing, however, we made love as usual on awaken- 
ing. and I suppose it was only after this that we finally 
became aware of our true predicament. Experiencing 
a slightly unpleasant sensation when attempting to 
part - as though our pubic hairs had become entangled 
- we both gazed down between our legs and dis- 
covered that the pale flaps of skin emanating from 
Camilla's vagina had merged imperceptibly with my 
own fat foreskin. Our sexual organs, miraculously, 
had fused together overnight. 

At first wo were frightened. Camilla yelped. 

Look, we d best not make any sudden movements,'^ 

I suggested. 

We lay still, Camilla lowering her head to my chest. 
After vague and fruitless experimenlalinn - touching, 
pulling, relaxing and tensing of various muscin.s - 
we lay sweating in each other's arms. Then Camilla 


began to giggle again. I don't know why, but I felt 
embarrassed, and. although aware that nur position 
might be thought by some as absurd, I did not feel like 
laughing. 

Perhaps we imagined that further slnoj) might 
resolve our problem, and since we were still tired 
from the industriou.s night before, by tacit agreement 
we snuggled up to each other and foil into a light and 
curiously unlroublnd doze. The positions of our sexual 
organs lent an unexpecleci intimacy to our sleep.,, liulo 
surges of innocent, benign love for Camilla, like 
svvnep.s of silver .sand, seemed to pass right the wav 
through my body. Her hot breath against my cheek, 
her child-hands carelessly wrapped aboii! my .slinul- 
ders allowed me to experience a kind of bliss 'l hadn't 
felt since we'd met. 

We woke as late as one o'clock in the afternoon, 
both suffering from slight headaches. Our first reac- 
tion on opening our eyes was one of relief, since wc 
found ourselves several feel away from one another in 
the large double bed. Yet. so it felt, we were still 
apparently connected. 1 pulled away the bed-clothes, 
glanced down and saw between us, lying snake-likn 
on the sheet, a long, quite thin extension - like an 
umbilical cord running from, as well as forming 
part of, the foreskin of mv penis to the mouth of 
Camilla’s vagina, which it enclosed in the form of a 
loo.se funnel where Ihe enlarged lips once were. The 
cord itselfwasfouror five feet long, about as thick as a 
finger. The skin, moist and tran.siucent. blue veins 
showing beneath, was blemished bv large pores, from 
vvhich exuded, even at that moment, a faint smell 
of.. .sexual activity? 

We wore dumbfounded. 1 think terrified. With 
e.xtreme caution, we stepped out of bed on either side, 
so that the cord dangled like a skipping rope across 
the bed between us. We were too repelled lo sav 
anything fora while. 

I t's enough to make me .shed (ears to think how 
much I happened to love Camilla over this partic- 
ularly intimate period. More reason to be aston- 
ished at wanting to be rid of her. But five davs after 
our discovery, as I was vaguely watching the tele- 
vision and Camilla culling and hemming a hale in a 
jeans for our ever-growing cord (opening 
the Hies was unsatisfactory since the zip scratched 
the skin), my thoughts delved towards a separation, 
And the means lo achieve it.... 

This was saddening. Camilla was. tcchnicallv and 
emotionally, my first real girlfriend. The last days of 
the summer term, after exams, I remember, when 
Camilla and I got together, seemed the beginning of a 
substantial or at least romantic future. I know that 
when 1 saw her cross the college plaving-finld in her 
dark blue school-uniform, her curly blonde hair bob- 
bing, I had wanted her, and that feeling of wanting 
her had not abated until this niornent. 

That we should seek a doctor's professional opinion 
was Cariiilia s immediate, fright-inspired suggestion; 
«hut we didn I have a telephone. Besides, I didn't want 
our parents knowing, which thov might if our doctors 
caught wind of the situation. 

■'Most likely it'll just shed itself, like a snake's skin.” 
i said authoritatively, though secretly doiibifiil. 

The cord lenglheni'.l about a fool a dnv, and thick- 


i-nncl iiroportionfltely. It drassecl behind us with a 
rustiinfj sound (like a hose-pipe across Hfass) as wr 
walknri from room to room, and on occasion 1 noticed 
it had grown distinctly heavier. Soon a surprising and 
thoroughly hnneficiai discovery swiftly transformed 
our fear into relief, into sheer gratitude. Whenever wo 
felt the on-come of sexual desire, the cord magically 
cnncerlinaed into it, self [while becoming engorged 
with bloodi until we were, in effect, tugged together, 
inviting u.s to make love. So Camilla might be in the 
kitchen boiling iiotatoes and I in the front-room coml)- 
ing my hair - ! had wisely lammed all the doors 
and instantly we would be made aware of one another's 
desire. It would make us laugh. 

Due loouroonnor.tinii. our awareness of one another 
renched hvper-sensifive proportions. Thrills, dmihis, 
love, and displeasure were telegraphed from one to 
the other by the cord. I could not hide my craving for 
Camilla, she could not hide her affection forme. 

Alter breakfast, we would lake exercise (holding 
the coni between us), running round the front-room 
ami up and down the hall. ..endless frolics, it seemed. 
Often, before lunch, I would sit in an armchair, with 
my eyes closed meditatively, the rosy flush of healthy 
exliauslion on my face, twiddling Ihe cord with mv 
fingers (while it lay rest fully coiled on the carpet] and 
listen, listen to Ihe tinkle of cutlery, Ihe effnriless 
footfall on the kitchen lino, or else wail for the flut- 
tering orange shadow of Camilla lo pass across my 
eyelids- But ail the while 1 was aware that it was a 
kind of bliss 1 suspected all along of being ephemeral. 

For, gradually, our domestic contentment was dis- 
lurbed. inevitably, I suppose, by the means of its 
original promotion. Along the cord ran Ihe occasional 
dark throb or brooding pulsation of disquiet. Our 
flushes of sexual desire were not always simultanenus, 
causing embarrassment for one. irritation for the other. 
The odours of semen, urine and vaginal excrement 
tra[)ped in the cord anti evaporating (like sweat) from 
il.s pores had urged u.s to bathe frequently, but rncenlly 
we'd agreeti that perhaps the smell was the lesser 
inconvenience. Anri Qmiilla took lo dressing: 1 became 
intlignant itiat her lithe body was not pi-rpelually on 
show, though admittedly our libidos, so effervescent 
in the beginning, had just lately floundered. 

I look to gazing out of Ihe window. It had hinm 
raining on and off for Ihe last Ihret! days, vet I 
began to envy the few umbrelland pedestrians 
who walked ihe street below. For the size of the flat 
seemed to diminish daily: neither of us could ever be 
alone. I became astounded at llu! staggering tastelessj 
ness of the interior design; a [xia-green .sofa challenged 
a canary yellow fire-place, a rose formica-lopped 
dining-table rcflecleti the complex tulip patlern of the 
rust tinted walliiaper. The cord only permitted limileii 
movement - never hasty - from, say, kitchen 
living-room, lavatory to h all. A ihou Khlless acii 
;ould cause extiuisile pain ; — 

t with the cord's length nt Iwenty-oni! feel (vve 
ured it dailyl to leave the flat wa.s unadvi.sable. 
Ideas of stuffing Ihe cord down one trouser leg and up 
Camilla's skirl were thought far-felched, and in prac- 
tice were, of course, found to be impossible. Fortu- 
natelv, we were on the dole and Camilla, anlinpaling 
our wild, marathon "honeymoon" lasting 


weeks, had stored sufficient food. We were on to the 
powdered milk and saccharine tablets.,.. 

Since our relationship had never been founded on 
conversation, I resorted to watching television. Cam- 
illa was singing while she sewed. One of the song.s 
from the scratched Fred Astaire record. 


(I Ihol 


Heaven. Cm in heeivei 
And my heorl beats si 
I can hardly spenk. 

And I. seem lo find tlie hoppin 
(seek. 

When u 




out together - 

''Must you sing that?” I asked. 

Camilla made some vague, and, I thought, partic- 
ularly inapt remark about it being "a free world". 

"I'm Irying to watch the adverts." 

Site didn't slop, and continued to snip at the jeans 
she was preparing with a small pair of scissors. I 
iiolieve she was quite upset and this unexpectedly 
hurl me. Perhaps she sensed this - the cord might 
have given it away - because she looked up. reproach 
in her eyes. She stopped singing, but 1 felt uneasy. 

We sat through an entire football match although 
neither of us had any interest in the sporl. I made 
comments like, "He's scored a goal." or "That's a 
penally, isn't it?" but she offered no reply. Instead- 
finishing the jeans and Irving them on slipping the 
cord down a slit at the top of the jeans lo the prepared 
hole, and closing the slit with a press-stud - she 
paced the rnom. 

"Will you do my jeans now?" I asked, pleasantly 
enough. 

For a moment she was silent. She picked up the 
sewing box, looked at me thoughtfully, as though 
considering a variety of possibilities, then siulili’nly 
lobbed it at my head, the contents scissors, needles, 
thread, and safety-pins flying across the sofa. Then 
she left Ihe room and would - !'m sure - have slam- 
med thedoor. 

1 waited. After a while 1 thought I heard her sobbing 
in the hall but I felt no inclinalion lo mollify her or 
even move. 1 was shaken and upsel. This represeeled. 

1 suppose, in dramatic terms, the fir.st admission or 
outcry of our growing dissatisfaction. It struck me, 
with a power which startled, that dear Camilla, of Ihe 
bjotulo hair and alabaster thighs, had shown in this 
action a facet of her personality I'd never sought in 
lier before - certainly one that she'd never shown. 
Tension communicated itself through Ihe pale, sweat- 
ing cord. 

My eyes, all Ihe while, had heen allracled lo the 
silver scissors lying unlocked on the blue carpet, and 
slowly, wilh what I imagined In be a criminal's curio- 
sity and delaclnnenl, i picked them up, marked their 
isliarpnoss, and feeling unaccounlalily clever, slipped 
lliein into mv shirt pocket, w 
ml. 

hat nighl.a.s usual, we sliqil naked, Bvcarululir* 
folding my shirt I brought the pocket containing 
Ihe scis.snrs face upwards, and lay the shirt on 
the bedside table within easy reach. Tliough the patter 
of rainfall offered to soothe mv mind, the darkness of 
the room induced me lo ponder frelfullv over Ihe jia.st 
few davs. 


lo /lliei 
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o preci.se sciiemo it 


Camilla slept fitfully. Her dislurbod dreams, 1 
thought, were perhaps a premonition of my vague 
intentions, transmitted by the gently pulsating cord, I 
knew I had to be careful since the cord functioned as a 
sophisticated bugging-device.yet. because I registered 
her emotional variations too, I shared in effect, the 
same warning system. 

Her ivory skin appeared to glow in the somi-black- 
ness. 1 leant close to her face. The faintly parted lips, 
straight and triangular nose, and strange leaf-shaped 
eyes I had once eulogised (to myself, and to her) as 
being shaped by an intelligence, a particular intelli- 
gence. they seemed so shrewdly constructed. They 
still did, but it now seemed that perhaps the genius 
was a little wasted. The inability to gauge or even 
imagine the depth behind the face showed either the 
lack of my own understanding or demonstrated Cam- 
illa's limitations. I grew steadily more contemptuous 
of her as the night progressed. 

At about one o'clock I took out the scissors. My 
thoughts had darkened, contradicted themselves, con- 
fused me, I suddenly had a desire to run down the wet 
street below our bedroom window, yapping wildly, 
or else visit a friend and talk to him all night. Frustra- 
tion gripped me; I thought the cord might twitch. 
Camilla uttered something. I lay still, restless and 
angry, testing the silent movement of the scissors, 
Then. as if about to slash my own wrists, I gradually 
pulled the bedclothes away revealing to my nervous 
touch the S-shaped length of the cord. Estimating the 
centre, I placed and was immediately aware of the 
cold scissor blades against the cord skin, 

I closed the scissors sharply and fiercely, and at 
about the same time, possibly before. I cried out 
involuntarily. Camilla followed closely with a 
terrifying shriek, which I thought excessive, until I , 
too felt the pain. Dark blood trickled against my thighs, | 
and began to make the sheets sticky. Camilla was 
screaming at me. Each time we moved the gash in the 
cord (which I'd failed to sever) widened: we were ; 
both quite sick with pain. 

Then I heard what Camilla was saying: "Turn on ' 
the light! Turn on the bloody light!" , 

I did SO- Still gripping the scissors I could only stare : 
at the mess I'd made: the blood, flowing with abandon, 
exaggerated the wound. Camilla was beside herself 
with anger. 

"Do we have any Elastoplast?" I asked stupidly, 1 
don't know why. Camilla started crying, after which 
she mumbled inanely and incoherently into the pillow. 

"...Perhaps we ought to clean the wound or some- 
thing," I whispered hopefully. 

But no, she wanted only to talk to the pillow. ..about 
how it was /, not she, who wanted us to live together, 
and how it was J. not she. who had insisted wo keep 
the cord rather than call the doctor |! could have 
sworn it was a mutual docisionl... Then, caught up in 
a sentimental, embittered nostalgia (while ! tenderly 
yet uselessly .swabbed the cord with the sheets), she 
spoke warmly, now with vague cohesion, about "those 
last weeks of the summer term", "that ki.ss in the 
empty class-room" (I had never kissed her in an empty 
class-room), "our friends, Andrew and Richard" (her 


friends, Andrew and Richard), "silting in the park" 
(hardly exciting), "that afternoon in the Curzon cin- 
ema", "that evening at the King and Queen", "the last 
day of school" (when, in a shaded pari nf the quad- 
rangle we had realised wo definitely wanted one 
another - perhaps inspired by the alternative of an 
unbearable parting) ..."What was the bloody point of 
all that?" (My hands, by then, .soaked in blood), "What 
was the point of all tliat?" (More sobs). 

She continued to snivel, her face pressed against 
my shoulder. I wanted to tell her to stop, but didn't 
dare. I felt rather tearful myself, I oven began to 
reproach niyself, for I must admit, as a declaration of 
her fondness for me she had never been quite so 
explicit. 

Eventually I managed to gel her out of bed unci we 
e;arrieci the damaged cord, like a lame pigeon, to the 
bedroom, whore 1 cleaned the wound and applied a 
bandage. Suffering exactly the same pain we were 
able to fed a strange empathy for one another, and 
this allowed us to tall into a deceptive intimacy. 

Opening the windows and the curtains of the living- 
room. so that rain fell heavily on to thcM:arpel, wc pul 
on the Fred Astaire record I knew all the lyrics by 
then - and nestled on the sofa in the darkness, as 
though meeting illicitly as in the past, Camilla's head 
resting on my shoulder, and the newly bandaged cord 
lying warmly between us. 

I cannot say definitely that when we finally fell 
asleep we lay in each others' arms, but, in a roman- 
ce way, 1 always like to think we did. I know, at 
least, I was so at peace in my unexpectediv poignant 
dreams (dreams inspired by Camilla's tearful tirade), 
that I was curiously unanxious, even faintly uplifted, 
at being awoken not only by the silver morning sun- 
light. but also by an unaccustomed sound; the sound 
of the front-door being softly closed. I then gazed with 
a wistful, half-closed eye at the cord and saw it had 
turned a grey-blue colour, as if bruised all over and 
drained of blood. I followed its length, passed the 
bandaged wound, until, curled harmlessly on the sofa 
beside me, 1 came to its flaking, shrivelled end. It was 
as if, anticipating our truer, darker feelings, the cord 
had had the decency to die quietly, without death 
rattle or convulsions, simply to spare us from the hurl 
we would otherwise have fell. 

I thought then (as 1 have often, in mv musings, 
thought since) that had it not been for the physical 
evidence of the dry, gossamer remains of the cord - 
which 1 slowly, gently tore from my penis, and coiled 
up like a rope, eventually to flush down the lavatory 
- it would be almost impo.ssible to conceive that I had 
ever really been intimately involved with Camilla at 
all. 
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4 ^ orry,” Dnn said, as he pusluici his way into 
Ihn solid mass of people packing Ihe bar 
and accidentally knocked an elbow, which 
resulted in the owner of the elbow spilling a fraction 
of his drink. 

"Don't worry about it," said the American who.se 
drink it had been. 

Dan wa.sn't worried. 

"Thai’s Ihe first time anyone's spoken to me since I 
got here," Ihe American continued. 

"Yeah?" 

"I was beginning to think 1 was invisible or sonie- 
Ihing." 

Dan looked round, glancing from side to .side. "Wlio 
said that?" 

The American frowned, not underslanding. 

Dan pushed further towards the bar, but found him- 
self still next to Ihe overweight youngster. Out of 
habit, he glanced surreplilioiisly at the kiddie's name 
lag; Bruce Ncwcome. At the same lime Nowcoine was 
glancing at Dan's own label, but he showed no truce of 
recognition. 

[■'inally gelling one shoulder wedged up against the 
bar, Dan looked around at the others crowding the 
area, then gazed beyond and into the huge hotel 
lounge, searching for someone he knew. Anyone he 
knew. There w'ere so many people there, but not a 
familiar face in sight. 

"I've just got here too." said Oanat last. The bar was 
the logical place to begin a science fiction convention, 
although the official opening had been yesterday, and 
it was here that he would spend most of bis tiniu- 

"!'v(! been here two days." answered Newcome. as 
he continued gazing expectantly at Dan- 

Two days without speaking to anyone. Dan remem- 
bered his own first convention, when it had taken hel 
a day before he met anvono to talk to. "Your tirsl 
con?" he asked. There was nothing else to do whi e 
waiting to be SL-rvmd, although it was bad imlicy to 
take his eye off the one barman who was trying or 


' pretending to try - to serve eighty-two people, all of 
whom were ordering seven or eight drinks. 

"No, I’ve been to twenty-seven back home. Thi.s is 
my first British con." 

Twenty-seven. Poor sod, and he only looked about 
eighteen. He must really be hooked, thought Dan. He 
nodded bis head, because it was easier than speaking. 
The sooner his vocal chords were lubricated the better. 
He wished the Yank would push off. Dan didn't want 
j to waste lime talking with fans, that wasn't what he 
came to cons for, 

I Often he wondered what ho did come for. 

I "l.onk." he said, "I'm dying fora drink, 'kay?" He 
I turned away, getting his second shoulder to Ihe bar 
I and then shuffling from side to side until there was 
room for his arm as welt, with Ihe attached hand 
clutching a crisp new fiver. 

"Pint of Ferring's, please," he .said four times over 
the next five minutes, until the barman condescended 
tn sen.-i! him. 

"Ta," said Dan, taking the pint and the handful of 
coins which comprised the change. He slipped the 
money iiUn his pocket. "This is probably the most 
futuristic thing at the convention." he said as he 
turned to face his young fat friend. "Beer at next 
year's price." 

But the American had gone, and Dun was by himself. 
He haled drinking alone. 

A l'ler that first drink and wandering around the 
public rooms of the hotel for a few minutes.still 
' not seeing anyone he wanted to meet. Dan 
came across the second bar. This was much smaller 
than the main bar. and also had a direct entrance from 
Ihe street outside which made it more like a pub - not 
manv hotel residents used it. 

He pusherl the swing doors open and went inside, 
walking towards the bar. As he did, he became aware 
that evervone was turning to look at liim. It wasn't 
unusual for Ihe regulars of any pub to turn their heads 
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towards the entrance whenever the door opened, to 
see who was coming in. But this wasn’t I ike that. They 
weren't giving him a single quiok glance, then carrying 
on with what they had been doing, Instead, conversa- 
tions died, cigarettes paused on their way to ninulhs, 
glasses stayed frozen at lips. 

Trying to ignore all this attention. Dan focused on 
the impressive row of hand pumps at the bar. He 
looked at the barman, who was also staring at him. 
There was something odd here - and everyone else 
seemed to think that it was Dan. 

"A pint of best, please.” As the barman reached for 
a glass and started to fill it, Dan sensed the others in 
the pub slowly come to life and continue where they 
had left off. 

"Thanks,” he said, handing the man a fiver and 
reaching for his glass - a pint, he was surprised to 
see. a real pint, not one of those metric measuro.s. 

But before he had his hand on it. the barman pulled 
the glass back an inch or so. “Here,” he said, looking 
at the money Dan had given him. ’’what's this? None 
of your foreign money, guv,” He held the note up to 
the light. A gas light. 

Dan looked over his shoulder, at the men in their 
dark clothes, with their flat caps and thick moustaches. 
They were all men, no women, all of them living 
ghosts from . . . when would it be? Probably the first 
decade of the century. The interior of the place wouldn’t 
have changed much since those days, only here there 
was no cigarette machine, no juke box, no fruit 
machines, no video games, and almost certainly no 
live sex show on Friday and Saturday evenings. 

’’Howmuch do you want?” Dan asked. 

’’Three ha’pence,” said the barman, putting down 
the fiver and pushing it towards Dan, as though it was 
something particularly disgusting that he wished he 
hadn’t touched. 

This was going to be difficult. There was no such 
thing as a penny any more, let alone a halfpenny. Dan 
dug his hand into his pocket and brought out a selec- 
tion of pounds, fifties, twenties and ten pences. He 
laid them on the bar. 

"Penny ha’penny,” he said. "A wonderful invention, 
you know, inflation. Look. I’ve just arrived and this is 
all the money I have. Can’t you take some? It’s worth 
far more than the price of a pint." 

’’This is a pub, guv,” said the barman, "nol a bank.” 

“How about putting it on the slate? I’ll pay next 
time I'm here.” Seventy or eighty years. 

In answer, the barman pointed to the sign above the 
Guinness mirror which proclaimed No Credit - This 
Means Tou. 

D an could have walked out of the door, there was 
no need to stay, but he refused to be beaten. He 
wanted to try the same sort of beer that his great 
grandfather would have drunk. 

"Tell you what I’ll do,” said Dan, collecting all his 
money. ’’I'll trade you for that beer, swap it for some- 
thing. You’ve already poured it, can’t waste it.” 
"Won't be wasted, I’ll drink it meself.” 

But Dan could tell he’d caught the barman’s interest, 
and also that of the three men who stood at the bar. 
smoking their rough tobacco and talking in their funny 
voices- He had become the centre of their attention. 
’Tli give you my watch.” 

”Ha!” laughed the man next to Dan. "Bust, is it? A 


watch for a jar of ale. Ha!” 

”No, it works fine. Look.” Dan held out his arm, 
showing (hem all his wristwalch. 

"That's a watch?” said one of the other men at the 
bar. 

"'Yoali, course- It’s a quartz crystal digital watch. 
Nol seen one before?” 

"This is a watch,” said the second man, pulling out 
his watch on its length of silver chain from the fob 
pocket of his waistcoat. 

They were all staring at Dan's outstretched wrist as 
he said: "You tell the time from these numbers here. 
Also the day and the date. And the year, of course.” 

”Of course." said the barman, winking to the other 
three customers at the bar and smiling slyly. 

Don also smiled. Ho pointed to the face of the watch. 
"What does it say?” 

"Tick lock, tick lock.” said the first man, to roars of 
laughter from his friends. "That's what it says." 

Dan joined in the laughter. "The numbers.” he said. 
"Read them out.” 

The barman put his face close to the watch, squint- 
ing. ‘’Fifteen,” he said slowly, "thirteen, twenty-two 
. . - twenty-three . . . twenty-four.” 

"See?” said Dan. 

"And what’s that supposed to men?” 

"That’s the lime. Fifteen-thirteen. Twenty-fourhour 
clock, you know, which means it’s thirteen minutes 
past three.” 

The barman nodded his head, slowly, wisely, then 
took out his own watch. He flicked the cover open 
with his thumb nail, showed the watch face to Dan - 
half past seven then put it away again. 

‘Tm from a different lime zone,” said Dan, 

"That’s why it says Saturday instead ofTuesdav. I 
suppose.” 

“That’s it.” Dan noticed that the barman was having 
as much trouble keeping a straight face a.s he was. 
"And why it reads April when roallv it’s . . .” 

‘■■..July.” 

“And this last figure here, see, that's the vear I come 
from.” 

The barman said nothing, and neither did any of 
the other men. Dan was wondering whether to add 
that his watch also turned intoa lifeboat, when slowly 
the barman’s smile widened. The man shook his head 
and laughed briefly, sliding the pint towards Dan. 

"Your tale’s worth a pint, guv. even if your watch 
ain't.” he said. "Have it on the house.” 

Dan held out the glass to the barman, then to the 
men by his side. “Cheers.” They all raised their drinks 
to return the toast ns Dan took a deep draught. It was 
awful. 

He spent a couple more hours there, allowing his 
new friends to buy round after round, while he kept 
them amused with tales of pocket calculators and 
credit cards, of health food and nuclear submarine.s, 
of electric razors and plastic onions, of see-through 
hats and television quiz shows. 

All good things must come to an end, although Dan 
had never understood why. and finally he stood up 
and said goodbye. The men at the bar returned his 
farewell, then watched as the strange chap with the 
odd clothes end no money got up and went out of the 
door and back where he came from. 

Dan stepped through the swing doors and into the 
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hotel lobby, letting them shut behind him. Then he 
turned around anti went back inside again. 

The smell was different, cannabis now mixed with 
the tobacco smoke and the aroma of warm beer, and 
the sound wa.s very different, drowning out almost all 
conversation - Tax Exile, thi.s month's pubescent rock 
band, howling out their current number one, "Wanno- 
fiickmagranny" - and most of all the people were 
different. 

The dead were where they should have been, nothing 
more than fading sepia images in old forgotten photo- 
graph albums. 

Dan was back, 

Unemployment, starvation, censorship, inflation, 
rioting, martial law, cannibalism, depression, ration- 
ing, dictatorship. 

And there was a war on. 

But none of that would make any difference to the 
convention. 

A fler registering, Dan returned In the main bar and 
sat down to flick through the programme and 
• see what ho was going to miss. The same old 
inevilahle names appeared on the panels or as speakers, 
some of his contemporaries and friends and rivals: 
Terry Bland and |eff Rush and Pete Longman. There 
were even a couple of Amoricans over; Thomas Whale, 
who was guest of honour, and Alvin Laurel, 

Dan liadn't met either of the Americans, and he had 
no particular wish to encounter Whale. The man was 
forever making speeches and writing long articles 
about how he was retiring from science fiction because 
he wasn’t properly appreciated as the Great Artist he 
so obviously was - and this afler single-handedly 
trying to destroy the field by writing two dozen shitty 
novels in as many months. The trouble was that he 
kept on writing. Worse, he’d won several awards. 
Perhaps that wasn't too surprising; there were so many 
prizes floating around that anyone who had a few 
friends to vole for them would eventually pick up one 
or two. 

Laurel had also collected a couple of awards, in 
spite of the fact that thi; stories concerned had been 
exceptionally good. Most of the stuff that won was 
instantly forgettable or totally dull, if not btilli, or else 
loo long to bother reading. Quantity equalled quality. 

Dan remembered the old line, 11 might be bad, but is 
it science/'iclion?HBsmiletl and raised hisgla.sstubis 
moutli just as a heavy blow to hi.s left slioulder sent 
half his pint slopping over the rim and onto the flour. 
"Wotcha, Kilgore. How's it going, male'i’” 
jfiff Rush stood next to him, grinning, his arms full 
of books, magazines, papers, scripis. He always seemiai 
to carry a library wherever he went. 

"Sorry about tliat," lie added. "I'd buy you another 
if I wasn't so broke. I'm completely flat, had to raid the 
wife's piggy bank to come here." lie sat clown opposite 
Dan, "Weli, bow's it going?” lie repealed. "I’ve just 
sold a six book package to Mace Hooks. |ust craji for 
money, you under.slaiul. You over met the editor. 
Karen Idle? I had to sweat my bollocks off giving her 
one orgasm for every chapter. That's why I only got 
up to six books. Init for five tliou.sand each and six 
percent what c;aii you expect? Signature next week, 
then 1 can buy you a drink." 

"What would voii like, leff?" ^ . 

"Oh that's fantastic. Dan. you shouldn't, make it a 


Remy Martin, on the rocks, a double, that's lovely, 
male, fantastic." 

Dan went and bought the drinks, wondering as he 
wailed which was the greater fantasy - the stories 
Rush told about his sexual conquest.? or those of the 
book deals he had lined up. If he spent more time 
writing than talking about it, he could produce some- 
Ihmg qiiite average. He had plenty of imagination, in 
a limited sort of way - which was exactly what was 
neednd. Readers didn't want anything too way out, 
something they couldn't imder.stand. Or maybe they 
Old. but they'd never get a chance to read it because 
that wasn't what editors wanted. They wanted the 
same old stuff as before, a guaranteed minimum sale, 
something they could issue with a Frank Steele .space- 
ship on the cover. Anything bv Thomas Whale, for 
example. 

Almost as soon ns Dan returned with the drinks. 
Rush spoiled someone else he knew on the other side 
of the room, and he began picking up hi.s reference 
library. “Afraid I've got to go," he said. "I'll see you 
later, Dan. Fantastic to talk to you. Thanksforlhedrink.” 

Then he was gone. 

D an felt belter now. This was what he enmu to 
cons for, to see his fellow writers and talk shop. 
It was the only time in the year when he saw 
any other authors. Stuck in a tiny room with only his 
typewriter for company, he sometimes felt he was all 
alone in the world. He often got depressed, thinking 
what a crazy way it was to make a living - inventing 
stories, creating people who had never existed and 
events which had never happened . . . and never 
would. Maybe he'd fee! less miserable if be was more 
successful. Like Rush? 

He smiled at the idea, watching as Rush escorted a 
young lady out of the crowded room just as Pete 
Longman entered. Dan raised his arm and moved his 
wrist approximately fifteen degrees from side to side. 
Longman came over to him. 

"Dan, old buddy, just the man 1 want to see. Can I 
gel you a drink?" 

"My favourite phrase from my favourite author. 
Mine’s a pint of rubbish. Pete. Ta." 

Longman's first novel had been published to rave 
reviews five years ago. It had been a slow, dense, 
heavy hook, with dozens of very introspective charac- 
ters. Dan had got halfway through it. Since then Long- 
man had turned out one book a year, each one slower, 
denser, heavier, with more and more characters, The 
reviews had got better and belter, but Dun believed 
they wore killing Longman as an author. He was 
becoming too specialised, concenirating on one minor 
segment of a few degrees of the spectrum. Dan liked 
Longman, and he hated his books ■ books which 
seemed so out of character for the extrovert alcoholic 
who had written them. The books sold very badly, 
only one had appeared in paperback, and Pete Long- 
man had to supplemenl his income by cleaning win- 
dows. . , , . 

In under a niinule Longman was back, two brim- 
ming pints ill his hands, obviously having pushed hi.s 
wav to the front of the queue. ^ 

"We've got to do something about this. Dan, he 
said, waving his glass around. 

"I know, terrible ale." 


"No. no, no, no, no, not that.” Hn took a mouthful. 
"You're right, we'li fix that next. But look at everyone 
here, all drinking and having a good time. For God's 
sake, don’t they know there's a war on'/” 

"Maybe that's why they - 1 mean we. look at us - 
that’s why we are drinking like this, enjoying our- 
selves, trying not to think about the war. Drinking like 
there's no tomorrow, 'cos maybe there ain't none.” 

"You don't get my point. There’s nothing in the 
programme about the war. Sf fans are like ostriches, 
putting their heads in the sand, burying them.selvos in 
ancient copies of Stupendous Stories, reading juvenile 
wish-fulfilment fantasies - or even worse watching 
S tor Legion movies. But you try telling that toafarlfaci; 
like Whale. You met him yel'i”' 

"No.” 

"He's up in his suite, holding court, surrmincleel by 
sycophants. He’s worse than anything you've heard 
about him. God, I hate that man! Say, maybe we should 
kill him. Try and save science fiction. That would be a 
great finale to the con. A ritual sacrifice. Belter than 
the usual banquet and fancy dress, all those wankers 
dressed up as galactic thugs.” 

■'What about the war?” asked Dan as Longman 
paused for breath. "Has it affected you?" 

"The bombs, you mean? No, not too much. It’s 
down here on the south coast that you get most of the 
echoes, ripples, or whatever. But I gather the war’s hit 
publishing pretty bad.” 

"You ever met an optimistic publisher? Whatever 
happens, it's always bad for publishing. Any excuse to 
go back on promises, cut schedules, reduce advances, 
postpone royalties." 

"There's never been book rationing before.” 

"True. But if something is rationed, you get people 
queuing up for their one paperback a month - even 
those who never bought a book before, never read 
anything but the soccer results. Fifty million people 
over five, is it? Twelve books a year. Each. Thai's bad 
for publishing?" Dan finished his drink. “Another?” 

"And the breweries aren’t doing too badly.” 

"The government needs the revenue to pay the un- 
employed so the unemployed can buy beer so that the 
government can get the tax. Elementary economics." 

"You realise. Dan, the world could end tomorrow,” 

"That long? Plenty more drinking time.” 

"You don't care, do you?” said IjOngman. "No one 
cares. This is reality, science fiction come to life, and 
noonetakesany notice- Okay, I’ll have another pint." 

L ongman was wrong, thought Dan. You couldn't 
write science fiction about the war, because it 
* wasn't a science fiction subject, not any more. It 
was here and now, today, mainstream, a topic for 
television reports and newspapers. Sf that dealt with 
specific contemporary issues usually became outdated 
before publication. What good was that? No reprints, 
no foreign rights. 

The new.s had taken long enough to break in the 
British media. The rest of the world knew what was 
happening before the free press of London said a word. 
There was no way that people could suddenly find 
themselves in the middle of events which had occurred 
a few centuries previously and not think that some- 
thing funny was going on. 

Dan had been involved in at least half a dozen limn 
bomb attacks, although today's had subjectively been 


the longest. By coincidence, the first had been a bomb 
from the last war - he'd seen a doodlebug whizzing 
high above town, on its way to crash into the capita! 
during 1944, Since then he'd boarded a bus which 
had turned into a tram, woken up one day and found 
that his flat had become a Thirties hotel bedroom, 
seen a horse-drawn fire tender race out from the local 
fire station, watched a farmer ploughing a field which 
had become a council estate thirty years previously, 
gone to the cinema and ended up watching a music 
hall programme. 

All his experiences had spanned relatively few 
years, considering the age of the universe, and they 
had become more vivid and prolonged over the past 
few weeks. Nothing he had seen appeared to have 
come from the future; but that was because there was 
no future, the way he worked it out. This really was 
the war to end all wars. 

Nows of the secret weapon [Dan had no idea who it 
was meant to be secret from - maybe the general 
public — as both sets of antagonists were allegedly 
armed with such devices) finally leaked out at about 
the same time as it was realised that there was actually 
a war going on. But time bombs could only be explained 
away by the war, so it was almost a relief to know 
there was a war. 

Naturally Dan didn't believe in time bombs, it was 
too science fictional. He still had trouble accepting 
the idea that whalsisname and his pal had landed on 
the moon. 

The war was being fought in Europe, like the First 
and Second World Punchups, Geographically in 
between Russia and the USA, neither of them was too 
upset about it; they didn't have shells smashing up 
their towns or feuding tanks causing traffic jams on 
their roads. A conventional war. like all those who 
were in favour of nuclear "defence" had predicted. 
Conventional in that each side was trying to beat the 
shit out of the other the old fashioned way. Fighting 
was confined to the battlefield, very civilised except 
that mainland Europe was the battlefield, which hap- 
pened to be full of cities and towns and people. 

Both sides used time bombs, which disoriented the 
opposing troops and temporarily displaced them to 
try and fight, perhaps, a village of fourteenth centiin. 
French peasants. Air to surface rockets against medi- 
eval knights in armour, bows and arrows against 
napalm. 

And just as the guns of Flanders could be heard in 
Britain, so fragments of those lime bombs would be 
hurled across the Channel and catch some helpless 
citizens and zap them a few decades into the past. 

The Russians were the enemy, of course. Say some- 
thing long enough and loud enough, finally it becomes 
true. Hence the war. Soviet spies, or maybe communist 
traitors in Parliament - before the Government had 
locked up all opposition MPs for treason had stolen 
the secret of lime bombs, otherwise the war would 
have been won by now. They said. But naturally the 
allies were winning, and victory was assured Any 
Day Now. Doubt le.ss the Commie Soviet Riisskie Reds 
said the same. 

L ater Dan was pleased to see that George Wright 
had arrived. Although he was a generation older 
* than Dan, Dan felt he had more in common with 
Wright than Rush or Longman. Wright had passed 


one or two things his way. and he was also the only I 
one of his associates who knew the sort of writing by | 
which Dan made his living - science fiction only 
paid for his beer and fags, his dope and women . 
fjfe'sessential luxuries. 

Soon after Dan had sold his first book, Wright had 
said: "Now that you 're a professional, you'll find you 1 
only ever have three problems in your writing career," 
Then he had ticked them off. on index, middle and 
third fingers of his left hand, "Agents, Mditors. Pub- 
lishers." 

Wright was at the bar with Terry Bland, talking 
about the latter'.s trouble with his new novel, as Dan 
joined them, Two years on the first chapter, and it still 
wasn't right. The older man was nodding sympalh- 
eticallv, but he rolled his eyes at Dan. Wriglit could ' 
finish a chapter over a single cup of coffee. 

Bland had made his reputation from a handful of ' 
books, each of which had been hailed as a work of 
genius ... by Bland. Unfortunately, they sold and sold 
and .sold, and he could make a good living by averaging j 
a book every two yeans. One had even been made into ! 
a television serial. Bland had the Midas touch. There 
was no doubt that he worked hard, and he probably 
had struggled for two years over the first chapter of 
his new opus. Hard work more than made up for his 
lack of talent. 

Wright was good, very good, bul he'd written far 
loo much for anyone to take serious notice of his 
work. He had been told he was a hack writer, and so 
he hacked. A book a month to pay for his wife, his ' 
children, his au pair, his mistres.s, his house, his swim- 
ming pool, his accountant. 

"Written any good books lately?'' asked Wright, as 
he led Dan away from Ihe bar, leaving Bland to con- 
tinue thinking over his first chapter. 

Dan shrugged as they sat down. "Yon know how it 


Wright nodded- "Yeah. Christ. 1 wish 1 was your 
age again. I’d never write much either, there’s loo 
many other better things to do. Look at that!” He 
nodded towards the woman who had just come into 
the lounge. His cigar stood up vertically, and he 
sucked on it hungrily. "All tit and long black hair. 
Give me half an hour with her." 

"Halfan hour?" ' 

"It takes us old blokns that long." 

"You don't know her?" 

"No. Should I? Who is she?" , 

"lean Welch, managing director Wolf Books. 1 
introduce you. Hey, lean!" 

The woman looked around, then smiled ns she saw , 
who had called hor. Dan watcliod her walk across the , 
room. It was easy to tell what a good author Wright 
was by the conciseness and accuracy of his description. 

All lit and long black hair. She came and sal down. , 
crossing her legs, all thigh and yellow velvet bools. 

■‘George, this is )ean Welch, my favounle publisher. 
Jean, meet George Wright. With n guy like him, you 
wouldn’t need any other authors , . . except me, o 
course." ’ , i, i ' 

Theytalked.andlhedrinkflowedlikeolcohol. , 

"No," said Wright, "1 haven’t written any i 

eight or nine years. 1 leave it to those with more tale _ , 

like Dan here. He’s the best, you knovy, he '’eaby •_ ^ 

only he'd take it seriously, he could leave I le - ^ 

standing." 


"1 know," said Welch. 

They both looked at him, and Dan looked at his 
pint, knowing that each was lying. George had never 
read anything he'd written, and lean had never piib- 
hshod one of his books. 

And how about you. Dan?" asked the woman. 

What are your current projects?" 

An unwritten book was a project, a manuscript was 
a property, a published book wa.s a product. 

"I’m writing a novel, "said Dan. "A straight science 
fiction novel." 

Welch shook her head slowly in despair; Wright 
nodded his head slowly in resignation. 

"Very hard," said Welch, "to sell a new sf book 
these days. A single novel, that is. Why not a trilogy, 
or better stillaseries?" 

"What about Robert Old?" asked Dan. "You bring 
out all his latest junk. Boring, dull, tedious, unimagi- 
native rehashes of stuff he did three or four decades 
ago." 

"He's an established big name author, he's written 
several classics - that’s wlial Ihe readers want." 

A classic was any book which had been reprinted. 


D an picked his words carefully, he didn’t want 
to sound eitherangry or rude. The Wolf science 
fiction list consisted almnsi entirely of Ameri- 
can authors, with three exceptions - and one of those 
had been dead twenty years. Jean Welch controlled 
about a quarter of the combined sf output of British 
publishers . . . and what she knew about science 
fiction could be written on the back of a matchbox. 

"The readers don't gel much choice” said Dan. "do 
they? They can only buy what you publish." 

"The market forsf isdead," insisted Welch. "Unless 
you want to doa Spoce Patrol book. We've just bought 
the British rights for that, to tie in with the twelfth 
television repeal." 

"1 know what vou mean, ".said Wright, "and (saw it 
coming. Take a’ look at any bookshop, under the 
science fiction section if there still is one - and 
you'll find that half the books are blood and guts 
so-called horror novels which couldn’t frighten a fi ve 
year old. Half the rest are some sort of fantasy: Swords- 
men and siavegirls; rewrites of some little-known 
foreign mythologv; magic and mysticism; talking 
termites that have anthropomorphic adventures. You 

know the kind of crap I mean." 

"Blit you must be doing some science liction. -saiO 
Dan to t he woman. 

"Of course. Tliomas Whale for a start. He s wntmp 
tetralogy for Spear, and we’ve got an option on the 

Uurol? Hu's very sood, Inil nothing of 

his has appeared nver here." 

"Mv schedule’s full for the next two years. But we 
|,„V8 plokeii up Iho righls to a ton .oltnnn epic by 

atiolheryonngAmerlcan.maybnyou yohnardoth,,,,, 

“"'Newc”m™Voah. Co met him." Mol him but 
nevor hoard of him. A ten volume opic? » » » '» 
“ment" Dan kept tip with must s , bought all the 
nagattinea, but he didn't ™™'''\:^™“Z.‘h'l'r'’ 
TeL he'd have said something when ho saw him. 

•TOn't know if he's written anything ynl. A propo- 
sal Ihltl's all anyone has to write. Once a pro,ocl ,s 
accoptod, thou you have loslarl. 


Riglit then Dan (ier.idcd that he’d had enough. 
Knough of lean Welch, enough of the convention, 
enough of everything. 

He stood up. nodded to Wrigiil. ‘■Kxcuse me," ho 
said to the woman, “but I’ve got to leave before I 
throw up." 

H e paused at the tnpof the .steps outside the hotel. 
The guard with the siib-mnchinc gun glanced 
briefly at him. then Dan continued his exit, 
through the narrow gap in the barbed wire barricade. 

It was beginning to grow dark, he hadn’t realised it 
was so late. At a convention he lost all sense of lime. 

He hardly noticed the lines of derelict cars on either 
side of the street, their carapaces rusting, tyres fiat, 
windows broken. He walked along the centre of the 
rood for a couple of minutes: that was the safest place, 
away from the dark pavements where infant urban 
uerrillas lurked in wait for their unwary prey. Then 
e crossed to the seafront and went down In thebeacli. 
Crunching his way across the pebbles and shingle, 
he finally reached the sand. He sat with his back 
against the damp rotting groyne, drawing aimless 
patterns in the sand for a few minutes, before picking 
up a variety of .sea-rounded stones and hurling them 
into the lifeless water thirty yards away. It was cold 
and grey in the twilight, there wasn’t anyone else in 
view. There were miles of empty sand, but a dark 
figure came towards him from the high-water mark 
and sat down by his side. 

The stranger pulled out a bottle from his pocket and 
offered it to Dan, saying: "Hi. I’m Alvin Laurel. Have a 

Dan looked at him in surprise. “Oh ... I’m . . .’’ 

"I know who you are. Always wanted to meet you. 
Read all your books, think they’re great. It was your 
first novel that turned me onto sf, made me want to be 
an author." 

"Jesus, you make me feel like a geriatric- 1 know I 
feel like one sometimes." Dan took the proffered 
bottle, looking at Laurel, through the gloom from the 
corner of his eye. Was he taking the piss? "Thanks." 
He drank a mouthful, then handed it hack. "You don't 
mean what you just said, do you?” 

"No. But I’ve always wanted someone to say that to 
me - and I thought you might, loo. I saw you leave the 
hotel, and I really did want to meet you. Keep lab.s on 
the foreign competition, you know, I've already talked 
to - - His voice faded, his eyes widening os he stared 
beyond Dan, out to sea. 


D an looked around in time to see the high curved 
prow of the Viking longship slide out of the 
phosphorescent sea and come to a hall on the 
sand- It was old and weather-beaten, its plonking 
dented and patched. The huge red and white sail was 
swiftly furled, and in under a minute a score of ber- 
serkers had leapt ashore and were running up towards 
the promenade. Dan wasn’t very impressed: he’d seen 
it all before at the cinema. But the warrior.s did their 
best, whooping and screaming blood-curdling cries 
as they swung their mighty battloaxes and swarmed 
up the steps to begin the roping and pillaging which 
was expected of them. 

"Straight out of a sword and sorcery hook," said 
Laurel- "I bet they’ve made for the convention liotoi, 
they’ll probably win the fancy dress.” 


“More likely gone to try and sell the rights to their 
autobiographies." 

"Translations are always difficult. Anglo-Saxon 
audiences prefer stuff originally written in their native 
tongue." 

"You sound like one of the enemy.” 

"A Russian?" 

"A publisher.” Dan considered explaining to the 
American something about the Vikings and their 
significance in Englisli history, in relation to the 
Angles and Saxons, but he was too drunk. This was 
the first time he’d been lime bombed with someone 
else, and he noticed that Laurel’s reaction was similar 
to his own. After the initial surprise, he’d accepted it 
without alarm or fright or amazement or any other 
discernible emotion. 

"Do you believe that story about time bombs?" 

"It fits," said Laurel, taking a swig from his bottle, 
"so why not?" 

"How come it suddenly appeared in all the papers, 
on the news, at the same time? It sounds like .some- 
thing made up to fit the facts. It’s loo simple, it 
explains everything, it’s phoney. We didn’t even know 
there was a war on till a month ago - and I’m not sure 
that there is, it’s just another lie. The big lie that 
people will believe easier than a lot of tittle ones. If 
the government tells you one thing, you can he sure 
that it’s another." 

"Everyone knows that." 

Dan had opened his mouth to continue, now he 
closed it. Everyone knew that? Did they? 

"So what do you think?" prompted laurel, when 
Dan continued to sit in silence. 

"Apocalypse. Plague. Pe-stilence. Starvation. Death." 

"Sounds like a good plot. What about characterisa- 
tion?” 

"It's the war," Dan continued, ignoring him. "it’s 
bound to become nuclear. No one has weapons with- 
out using them, particularly if they’re losing. And 
someone’s bound to be losing. I reckon the button has 
already been pushed- Or will be - in the near future - 
and the whole space-time continuum has been ripped 
asunder." 

"Very sci-fi." 

"And it’s getting closer, we’re getting closer. That's 
why these so-called time bombs are becoming more 
frequent, it’s because we’re approaching the temporal 
epicentre. Not long now and . . , the end. There'll be 
no sequel to that, it's the final volume in the series. It 
might be only here, Europe, but that’s enough for 
those of us who are unfortunate enough to live here." 

"Cheer up, have another drink," 

Dan hail another drink. As he passed the bottle 
back, he noticed Ihe smoke and names as they began 
to rise from the convention hotel. Laurel had been 
right aboul the Vikings' destination, and now they 
weresacking the building. Any minute Ihev’d be back 
with their loot, Jean Welch slung across the brawny 
shoulders of their chief. 

"Look at that," he said. 

"And look at that," said Laurel. 

Dan turned. To the south, above and beyond the 
longship, the evening sky had suddenly flared into a 
halo of golden yellow, as bright as any summer sun- 
rise. They watched in silence for the iiglil to dim. 

But it didn’t. 

Next came the vibration, very little at such a distance 
but enough to cau.se a few ripples in the lifeless tide 
and even shift the loose sand beneath them. Finally 


(here was the sound - rollsand rolls of distant thunder 1 
that went on and on and on. | 

Gradually the few stars in the skv became covered 
and disappeared, veiled by the dark plumes of smoke 
from the land or by the ominous clouds which had ' 
formed above the horizon. 

Laurel glanced from the glow of the burning hotel ■ 
to the glare of the wasted continent, then took a long | 
swig from his bottle. “Too bad," he said. I 

' Yeah.'’ said Dan, The only thing ha could think of i 


all the books that he would never write, not now. 
Too bad," 

David Garnett wrote his first science fiction novel 
when he wns 1 9, ond another four books followed 
over the next three years. Since 1970 he has written 
two more novels, both unpublished, and □ few short 
stories. He is currently not writing an epic fantasy 
Irilogv, a science fiction series or a majorspeculative 
novel. His fovourite colour is red. 


LETTERS 


Some of our realtors will doubtless already bo nwaro of llio e.xtra- 
ordinary prosenilinn under Iho OhsuHnn Publinalinns Act which 
recently led to Dave Brilton of Savoy Books being giiolnd for 2B 
days, but many will not, because roiisidernig its widaspread 
implications the case has received remarkably little puhiidly. We 
print below a letter from Michnel Moorcock outlining some of the 
fads and implittalions of Ihe case, but haftire procuieding to that 
lliere are some other points to be made. 

Firstly in response to defence submissions concerning lack of 
guidance as to what might be considered obscene, the judge in Ihe 
MSB reportedly said that the only way to be certain not to commit 
an offence was not lii make one's living by selling literaluru that 
could possibly be ohscene. This obviously puts an absurd and 
impossible onus on the bookseller (and others in ihti publishing 
chainl. If inlerprotod logically it would lead to the disappearance 
from bookshops of mo.sl Rdion above Iha Enid Blyton level; it 

would certainly make rclailars think momihan once about slocking a 

magazitm which published such slorins as "The Urolhol in Rosen- 
slras.se" or "Cheek to Check". 

Of course the argument is .supposed to bn that .serious work is 
okav: it's the degrading, hardciire pornography that gels punished. 
But this wasn't so In the Savoy cn.se: among the books proseaiied 
were lilies published by Grove Pre.ss (publishers of Bullard and 
Burroughs), who are hardly typical pormigraphers. 

The case is nf pnrlicular interest to us ond - we assume - to our 
readers because David Brilton and Michnel llulterworlh an- kiiidrcsi 
spirits. They hove gone out on a limb to publish good imagiiiuliva 
ficlion. (And 11 was, as Michael Moorcock poinls out, their publica- 
lion nf erotica by Samuel Dnlnny and Charles Platt which in par 
arousad police hD.slilily.) It mav prove to be an isolated case ... but i 
may also prove to be Iho thin end of a particularly =i»ngerojisa»h 
unwelcome edge, especially in a world whom the viaws ot t 
Constable John Andorton are given incniasing prommonco. Mrmnn 
and Bullerworih deserve all our support. 

Dear/nlerzone, 

As you've no doubt nnw liearti Chief Consinhle Andorton » 
to denn-up Manchester has led his men to raid 
bookshnp.s some thirty limes. Purliculnrlv unhappy about li - I 
licalion of Doiany's Tides of l.iisl and Platt's "rho f.nst o\ ’ ‘ . 

charyofprn.secutinghimnn theseaini.setllod forsKo her w. « 
fiction found in one of his shops ireinaindnrsortginallv pnlil's 

in Iho USA). Those hooks have been on sale hero 
placos like Books and Music.. Dave is now the lirst pc „-iii|,u 
prison under the revised Obscene Puhlicalions Ac • 
'ton-piclorial, as it ware, hooks. Mike Bullerworih currently ten 


an identical charge and presumably an identical .sentence. As pub- 
lishers of Savoy Hooks, who published Langdon lonus's Eye of the 
Ignis, several lilies of mma. others hv Treece. lack Trevor Story. 
Harlan Ellison. |im Cawlhom ami an issue of New Worlds, Brilton 
and Bullorworth went bankrupt last year as the result of an ovar- 
Dplimislic series of prinl-nms ami above-average advances to 
aillhors. Their publishing is now limited In what revenue can be 
siippliod from shops which seem quite literailv undar siege. The 
effect of indiscriminate raids is. of course, In remove .stock from 
.sale; thus no income to the shop. They still intend to get Sovoy 
Dmiims out sumo time this year, assuming Ihe police don't conlinue 
their allacks. Thi.s anthology contains new work hv me, M, lohn 
Harrison. William Burroughs and others. If both editors are in 
prison at Ihe soma lime, there could be a delay... 

On Ihe very morning Dave Brilton came out nf Slrangewavs the 
police raided one of his shops and look away large i|uanlilies of 
slock, "Tell Britton we haven't forgotten him. "said the policeman 
in charge of the raid. 

There aro several issues involved in this case .Nol Ioa.sl. of course, 
is the issue of censorship. If six rotten 'sex novel.s' can be seized and 
their seller imprisimod today, how soon will it be httfore, say, 
borderline polilical/sexual stuff, in particular is prosecuted? Tides 
of l.usl and The Gas ure both prellv dreadful pieces of writing but 
presumablv Ihe police clu. ided there might be support for Ihe 
authors if those were not dropped from the charge. They are mom 
•nbsi-eiie' than Ihe so-called 'sex novels'- So the iurv got Two 
.Suspicious Girls instead. They wore asketl. from marked pa.s.s.iges, 

to (incideiflhev were ohsconeor not. They d«;ided they were. Dave 

had already admilted to .selling Ihum. He was found guilty Ihemfore 

of sollingol)Sceticarlich'S-ThoiudgeseomD.lkc-.mtohavo someone 

he could make an example of, and said so in his summing up. He 
The bonk" slink, hul censorship, particularly hv these methods. 

»■.».. I.iii.l.li".. 1" «» »• 

rrimimite raids, prosecutions and so im. It s a sign of the times I 
suppose thul ifs all starling up again ImprisoiimenI Is a harsli 

iiunishiinmlforaviclimlossiTimeofthiskiiu!, ^ 

I huard tlio other dov a rumour that Dave UrilUiii liailii I actua y 
gone to inil. I hope Ihe readers of (nlemone aren't also saying 
nm'l happen Imre' Coini.endiiim and Hasslofrce have lusl had .-il 

I’heir drug books taken by Ihe Oharane 

Saloval yTSd'hilm .Sln"''l."Mnncluisler, aiul learn the whole story, 


Perhaps SI 

With hi'i 


night ei 


help. 


Ueer tnlerxnnr!. 

Angela Carter's "Cahinet of Edgar Allan I’oc" and Kaith Koliari 's 
" Kilomasler" wore my pursoiialTai'Oii rites ciftlia ftilersonc lictions: 
both v(!r\' uowi-rfui writers produdng very powerful writings. 
(Oirininlv Poo's Cnlhirkv/psycholugv is a pHranially rewarding 
fialri.e.specially soporhap.s for Angela Carter]. Micliaol Moorcock '.s 
"Brothul in RosBiisIrnsse" is sontelhmg I'm reserving juduemnnt 
on. Far loo discursive for my tosle, the novoi was one of llie few 
Moomock tales I've not piiriiciilBrIv liked, pos.siblv for no more 
reason Itiiin Ihe^facl lhal it seems even more atypical than most of 

sentence roniinisri'niof Gloriano's' palacol'aiici the similar temporal 
selling Id "Byzantium Endures ". I found ihi; Inleraone version 
worked belleras a story Ilian I lie novel version; more conconi rated. 

You .seem lo have decided, wisulv, lo concentrate on fiction 
rather than non-fiction in llm form nl criticism and reviews On the 
other hand, Ihis has made voiir reviews seem morn like space- 
filiorsiperluipsinlliB future you may havea longer, more nxtensive 
column'' One thing I mi.ssed was graph ir.s, and perluiiis.snmn of I he 
nianv asjn ring art i.sis intheronworlilaiuldscellioir work in fiiUire 
i.ssues of Inlv.r/.iinv. 

ic for Ihe solid repiilallon.s in Ilie firsi 

.-. . . .... .. ' 

le Ihis direclion kepi up. b 

lalure of which can Old V suggest Ihnm.snlvoslc 

I ilusperalelv hope fnlerzmie succeeds and. above all, exp.mci 
rendership. I also hope vou succeed In vour aim ofallracling 


Thi.s is all (lurely personal opinion, hut Ihi.s opinion is - dis- 
appointing. Imniaculalc printing, but dnsperalely in need of illus- 
Iralions In break blank pages of prim, and a heller vnriiily of stories, 
loo. The M. )ohn Harrison piece was unnecessarily involved with 
Ihe act of vomiling, hod no real plot, subslance or proper ending. 1 
gave up on Angela Qirter's piece, which seemed In have no rliymo 
nr reason, and js for the pornography of Michael Moorcock, I liovo 
Mule lo say. I have skipped paragraphs of it searching dosperalelv 
forsornc kind of story lino, and didn't find it. I refuse lo believe that 
in Ihe deluge of manuscripts you could not have found something 
belter than that lo include!!! I write erotica, end I would never ever 
wrile anylhing as crude as that piece. Never, Outraged IJorolhy 
taking Ip the typewriter'' No. upset, more than imvlliing.lhal some- 
one could write that and call It lileralure. 

I was enjoying loll II Sladek's .story until ildis,sipBled itself mioan 
iininleresling onding. as if he couldn't find a wav of finishing it. 
Bill Ihe star, the whole magical wonder of the innn, the 
made It all worth while. Keith Roberts, To me, he i.s one of Ihe fine- 
wrilnrs around at the moment, he seems capable of making Ihi 
most absurd and obscure world believable, witness ' Thu Signaller" 
my all time favourite novella in a verilableslackofanlhnlogiea I'vi 
ju.st gone through. 

Oomihy Davies 


who 


Foringdon 


Dear 


Intcrzoni! is a fiction maftaziiin, hut I believe that there should be a 
certain amount of nnn-ficlion included, sav one article S/or inter- 
view with a featured author per issue, an expanded reviews section 
perlt.ip,s twice os long, and a loiters column. The reviews, bv Ihe 
wny, wuro dear and conclae: professional. But whv no arlivork at 
ell? I'ni not an SK art aficionado (in fact, a lot of illo's leave mu 
InlHlIycoldl, but Ihey do help to break up the print a lilllo. 

M's inloresling lhal 4 of the 5 stories worn nislorical or psaudn. 
historical in nature or conloni |a deMbnrBleallenipl lo escape f 


the 


-I. hut is 


space-oporas’l Harri.snii'.s "The N 
horror began murmuring % of ll 
Ihe fore only after I finished the : 
my head on Iha pillnw, and turned out the light... 

Kuilh Roberts s storv mav not bn from the Fovone ca 
instantly recognisable as being from the samu stable, a 
same hi^h standard as the novel. 

I don I know how factual Angela Carlur's beautifully wrllliin 
accounl of Ihe formallvo influences in Ihe early life of Edgar Allan 
Poe is; I cjn only sav lhal if it isn't 'true' it ought to bo; axceilnnl. 

Sladek's "Guesting" Is fairlv typical New IVorlds stuff: inler- 
itsling, inlellectually .slimiilaling. but somehnw incomplelu: It's 
good at what it is, hut what is II? I always find Ihis .sort of .storv 
ullimaloly unsatisfying. 

The Moorcock is a vary nicely written piece of historical porno- 
graphy, but is il SI-'? Is it meant lobn.SK’lf not, whyisil included in 
Jnlerttone? 

A good start. So long as Ihe standard diiiisn't fall from Ihis 
jjmioraMy high beginning. Jnler/one could well see mil the 'fiO.s. 

David V. Barrett llurmgole 


Dniir Inliirzone. 

No douhl loo many people before mu have made the unfiinm 
remark lhal. to judge from Ihe cover of vour second Usiie. liie.sun i, 
already .sutling on Inleraone. A look inside the issue neviir(lieli-vs 
confirms Ihis impru.ssion, 

The Balhird piiici!. ihnugh ns evocalive and loiiiplex as anv 
Hallard, is neverllieless more a relic Ihnn a radical ileparlimv 'ninl 
which was rndicnl twoiilv vear.s agn simply caniiol .seem rndicai 
now. Whatever the story's oilier meril.s (and you know how nmcli I 
love Ballard's ficllon myselfl. Ihis i.s anything hut fresh. Ami il is 
vour lend item. A piece of pure nostalgia . 

Your other item bva known name - llieDisch poem iseqiiallv 
(llsappolnllng. Ihoiigli for diffuruni reasons. First. I question the 
nulion lhal Inler/one i.s the right piece for Ihe romanticized ohiluarv 
of an American .science-ficlion writer. I hoped lo .see the birth ol 
writers in vour pages; not the record of their deaths .‘iecoiid I 
qiiostionTom'siudgemenlinlhonclual writing of the ponm. winch 
acuni.slo mil loitmbodv Ihe worst excesses of eulogies, almost to the 
point of self-parody. Was Ihis poem not bought simple so lhal vou 
could nut Turn's name on Ihe cover, as oppo.sed lo Hint of the 
les.ser-knowii wrilor who.stt work Ihe poem diaplac«|z Where i.s 
your courage? 1 .should have thought lhal Ihe large .suhscription 
base vou have built up would he enough to enable vou to (nihlisii 
work with complete efisregard for the status of Ihe writers 

The longslorvbv Andrew Winner has some merit ciirlaiiilv he's 
obviouslvlrying hard. Yet il'.s about as exciting as something out of 
HlUfjO copy of Amhil. And could have coiivBVud ilsi onleniequallv 
woll at hnlFlhe length. 

Rachel Follock'sstorv is likmvise far loo solf-indulgenllv verbose 
by comparison wilh its conlenl. This is deiadeni liclion. in the 
•sen.so that, no mailer how "finelv-crafled". il reflects an awful 
conr.Bil on the part of its wrilor. 

Tellingly (I Ihink] ihu two-page slors- hv Alex Stewart istheonlv 
frosh piece of work. Grixnled, an old llieme; granleii. a verv slight 
departure from conventional sr.iancp fiction, and wrillun without a 
groat sBiiso of aulhorilv. But atmospheric, .stneoru. and fresh I 
expected most of vour second issue to consist of such material - 
not just Isvo pages out of 32. 

I am also exireniolv disappointed lhal vou have chosen not to 
inlrntfuce onv graphic-s or art, and lhal vou have restricted vnur 
features to the prediclable l■(Mlo^ial begging for subscritiers. and 
the short reviews which in this issue begin wilh unperceptiveand 
uncrilioal knee-jerk homage In vet another figure from Ihe new 
wmye stone age. Where i.s vour spirit, vour elan? You have lo get rid 
of all Ihe stale as.socinlions before vou ran eslahlish a nasvrlinx.tion 
'riiiil means being prepared to offend .some important j*ople. rallier 
than praising or even publishing Ihiiir work regnrrllessnf ilsqualili. 

I suggest, Ion, lhal the magazine hadiv needs to build some sort tif 
t:ohorent image nr character. And I doubt lhal an edilonal aillix-tivi' 
riandri Ihis. As il stands, fnlerzone looks unfinished. A commillev's 
.selfiction of stories which have siiiiplv been slaiileil together as 
Itiov stood, ihal's note magazine; ills a mnvsieller Iwasexpecting 
1(1 devnlop genuineiv radical leal - ' • ' 

Nbiv Worlds authors: but VC. .. 

ness lo lake risks. Your finanrial f.eulion Is understandable. Bui I 
think you have it Ihe wrong wav around, in Irx-mg lo guarantee 
vourself a circulation before vou publish Ihe magazine If the 
magaz.ineisany good il will liiiild Ms nwnrirrulnlion If you're not 
ahlH to take that kind of risk, Ihe magazine will refler.l this attitude 
bysimmingduli. 

Onu is always forgiving of a first issue, there is nothing that h.is 
gone DBloro It. to be 1158(1 as a basis for comparison. Where 3 stmnnd 
issue IS concerned, though, il's another matter Iflhere's no visible 
progress from that lunlnliyu first i.ssuo. people frmi rii.sappoinled. 


of Omni, wlro said, (vheii I asked her vvbat her (loMcv was mf lusi 
wuni to puhlish good storius. " Ridlciiloiis! As Fred Pnhl put il, "A 
magazine shnulil reflacl Ihe insanity of its udilor " At Ihis point I 
think the exact direction of Inlerzoiie is less important than that il 

shouhi huve a direclion, rather than a bland, .autimis 

commillee product a.ssomhied hy consBiwis. 

Charles Platt v.,.. 


As n iviiole, this miher gulling letter is divided mio thn-e ports 
I hero is a not une.viierleii assertion ihol Inlorzono hos flunked Ihe 
Now Worlds comuansun lost, u cloim ivliose rm Ihaliiaiciil premises 
Moii-olni fe'divorcfs deril.s with ol some length in the Ediloriol. There 


tin.' '»;K(7jn'U(issas.smf>n(so/mnsl of llie /icJion In ln(er£onc2 /\nd 
IJiort' IS (1 ^'cnnral nrsumtnil /lul /onvord oboul lioiv u maonzinu 
should on odiind. 

Nnfiijllv-i? ossessnit’fds /Irsl. J'tn no! fioing In Irj' lo clolm lJuji 
(Jiur/cs 1 Inll ts wrong in dismissing Iho IJfilhjrd novnl/o. AH llic 
soino, d dons snern shiBuhir/y unprodiiclwn lo odank snmnl/iinjz 
no/iorn nn.s i\Tillf’n on Ine grounds (hul il obsossivniy mnopiiu loins 
lh« somn kind of mnlnriol cictoss tlin same* range of icons (hoi 
Uollord has always obsessively rnccipilu/oled. loving and ro-loving 
Ihc same iconic realm. Ihoiigh in a dazzling os.senibIage o/guizes 
Bn Hard s ■'mdicnl dcporlure” ivos precisidy lo enrn hirn.s()l/ (hn 
right lo bp himself again ond again, and i( is nmcisely in Ihol sense 
(hul I'd go a/oiig wilh Chorles in saying l/inl '•Memories of (he 
Spoce Age" is "as evoc, 'alive and comple.y os ony fiollard" . 

There's no( much lo say oboul Chories's rosjionses to the nllmr 
stories, so i'll say nothing, and Ihere's n greal dooi lo.sny about Ids 
response lo Tom D/sch's public ode on ihedeulh o/ Philip K, Dick 
so this u'iil ha\'e lo bo uerfunclorv. There are two issues here The 
first fnol e.vplicil in Charles's le.xl) is (he fiueslinn o/llie proper 
decorum allending public uKercinces in an age whose seif-con- 
sriousness oboul role-playing bas come close lo mnking il impos- 
sibfe (o grunl outhenlicily (o any .sorl o.f peiformunce. /-rving 
C.o/fman has o lot lo nnsiver for. il has become ri convenlional 
i\’isflom fpspeciafly i/ you live in ;Vew York) ibal public perform- 
ance. Ql beorl, ctin only be n form o/self-n^randizenienl, and dial 
as a consequence ony otlempl lu emulole (he IradilinnnI deromm.s 
of Isay) eulogy must he cheaply opporhinistic fwilhoul cotinler- 
balancmg over-lhe-fop confessional enups, and nvpn these are 
obviously suspccl. a.s stale os old Bollard n/ler the ihrill has gone) 
So li IS obviously (he case that Tom Disch look u considerable risk 


in writing a public poem about a man he did not know well enoush 
AndTl "oulhenticaling" noises nbou^ 

' n I “ ° - I Ihmk it moy be porlially true - (hat the 

podium he ascended to speak from existed mainly Ihrouch his 
'^^ecd exist. I think il was brave of him wl 
mThoI ^'ihinrd phorles Picitl (hou^l il was o bod poem, 

isbcdw'in " bad pordvEecouseo/an inchoote 

I dn' dl-L I. of Its public order of being. He also /ust 

,1 • ^ '“'i ‘r' f’/'^Kord to the penultimate slanzo (bul only 

what di^Md r'* I "'osEboard rhylhms of Ihe some^ 

brenklm I , ^ slioploik ol (hcs poinl seemed almost fatally lo 
Srrd Pihin r poking pulse of obsequv. Bul in 
fi « f,c in work’d aslonishinglv weil in a medium 

d vvqs on acl o/ bravery toadempl. 

I'lnoHy. Charles puls/orth some ideos oboul Ihe proper ediling 
shmddf’fl "i' l^rederik Pahl to the effect that "A magazine 

toi if ^ ["Sfmtiy o/ ils editor." /eepers, Chorles, i Ihink 

lots of niagazines should reflect the insonilv of Ihcireditors, I mean 
It s a hig world, but don't you think lliot insisting on Ihis sort of 
(s erion /or authenticity sounds rather - I don't mean lobe rude - 
decadent? il moy be ihe cose thul ediling by collective decision - 
like writing a puhhc poem - founders on (he no Jongenvarronlobie 
a.s.stimplian (hat (here is a community of letters, o common longuoge 
we con o.s-pire to, common decisions we can occosioitodv take. Or 
maybe iiql. Charle.s. I'm beginning to /eel like Don Quixote. But let 
me say it again. Interzoni) is a forum minus Nero, Tbroueb its 
pages, good wriler.s will speak in their voices to the world, as it 
continues to dorken. And in that - loon.swcr vnur finol point - lies 
(be editorial policy of Inler/une, as I see il; 

Ojjeii all hours. 


n CEVif 


Mvllis of Ihn N'ear Future by I C. Hailarcl (Cape, L'li.'IS) 

.Vii surprises from the Pulamid Wizaril in ibis lalesi album of 
ilisloi .lied visions. .m:liileiMuriil palbos and iiiteresling diseases 
e\(ep| perhaps liou di'lilH'ralely and enipbalii .iliv rejM’lilive he 
has (lecome. .Nfter his ,sonr, tnmiii( hrt>me phase, from Concrete 
Ishmd llmiugh his last mileclinn, l.mv-FI\'ing .Ain rufl. The I'n- 
limih'd Dn’uni Compum .innounced a n’siimption of Ihe prismatic 
splendour ol hi.s e.irlier manner. Hert' tiu' title slorv and "N'rws 
from till' Stm" (onlimie l!iat n'lunr eacli is an ornamental n-ar- 
rangi-ment of ,in earlier M.tllanl .storv | resms liveK "n»e niummalisl 
Man" and "The Voi. es ol Tiine"| Also bera am "Z.Hii.u 2my \ ,i 
< onln\ I’ll reprise ol llu’ fraginenlations fmm The .Vtrm ili Ksbibi- 
Hon, " Tbe l^isid I nne '. Uiik in mi upuHi Shangbai nilb a lebearvd 
for I fn'om Com|xim .and "Tliealn'of U'.ir'. a |MOltal ns all of The 
Killing (Imiiinr H.ill.ml h.isalwav slxs'ii tlieannabsl ololises.sion. 
im'lernog ivs\« bosm m its glaiuonnis asjxs I. but n ilh n^femme to 
niniM'lf r.illier than to bis pnn loiis work Hul tins mn I s«'ll-|»anHl\ . 
or exbaiislion: Dm -Fix ing .\m'n»fl oas mon* like that than this is 
Uallarii isi^nimislv still v\hoM\ mtoviiateil In bis own va|xiurs, 
and Minvevs It as delii iousK asewr. Tbesm n‘l ot hts magit is still 
the \\a\ he InsUs the bi/arn* as banal, framing the nnvst lumf 
halliu inatioiis as snapshots The lx>Ulor ones Iien> lam a fen 
slighter slorn^s, like "lla\ inga W'oinlerful Time". anis from.* 

• lonn iiurkel Vermilion .S,nnls. and " \ Ibvsl of Furious Fani n s " .i 
frmulian ■f 'mdi'n’lla" that vlm siTl iiork I'T-’ 


N'ew York and the here-aiul-now. Then* are a couple of inlvrplan- 
etarv stories in the present cnllectioii |"Concnpts" and "Planet of 
Ihe RaiX’s") hut although good they am not tyiiiial. "The V'engeance 
of Hern". "Tlie Rlack Gil” .md "josie and tne Klevalor" are more 
i hara»:lerislii Disi h; stories of marriage, loneline.ss and paranuiu. 
each lightK brushed with the fantastic. Or ron.sider "The Grown- 
I'p" as a iH'rfm t example of Di.sch's art; Ihe stnrv of a len-vear-old 
Ixn n ho wakes up to find hinisi'lfa man. \'o short .slnr\' that I know 
I'xpn’ssi’s Ihe wonder of thenrdinarv as effei tivelv-This n-turning 
to the ( ommonplaiv is what Disi h‘s writing i.s all about: il is the 
ipiesl of a |HM’I T1u*n* are few gosh-wow ‘ ideas here, and in that 
si'iise Ihe title of the book is ironiiallv apt. The story "I 'nderslan- 
ding Human Rehavioiir" might have provided a more appropriate, 
if draWx’r. owrall title. Disi h is one of Ihe few authors bir wham 
stu II a title, and such a projiHl. do«»snot s*H‘m presumptuous- |DPl 

■•Mien Arrounishv |<ihn Siadek {Granada. £l 95) 

Tlii-s long-overdue third colb'i lion fmm .Sladek lonlains most of 
his siorij's of "ofRiv* life" Thei>arl\ ' .Maslerson and the Clerks" is 
hen*, as well a.s Ihe t9t>n novelette "The Communicants ' and six 
other spikv. gleaming piixes Slatlek <an make the most sinister 
hunsiui rain rrahlv srvm sirangidv lyrical, bul above all he keeps 
\oi) laughing .\ Dx»k whirh every nine-to-fiv-e person should 


The Stan Who Had No Idea bv Thonu-. M l)is*h |lk»lUix .■ £ uSi 
'nxinv.w \1 Ihs* h - v; »xxv ti« txvn s H'a>'nxisl>vxtK%I>aii tit ownix^ 
lie has an uniiwt; heo ew aixl.wr tivr « vxitemjxiwv \meruan life, 
anti that m itself <-i)n.sl>luteN a jsaraiKix for SF ikx^ not ixjonativ 
<iMl m iheexMl lAeiervalxWi 'i* lai niwmes t 'suallv SF ceoertl- 
uaes ami mv^ha iir> pnxiifv irc Hr Rat. iwKxirful tales atxxjt 
my*m» md mntirnr ii.s. h s stonfcs b\ ivntrcsi. are rmvth about 


In the S'allev of the Statues bv Robert Hotdstock iFaher. £6 95) 

.\ volunH* of t lavev . linging <!«>nes bv s. lencr ficlion's leafing 
iMrlh-lover In "i^arth anvl Slooe a time-traveller learns to male 
with the s(n 1. while m AIvtba«u Woexi a demented reseanrhar 
nukes it with a tree spint - all toM in a somewhat lurixd prose 
whiehon:askmallv *cnieveseioquer»ce The chrammin future has 
no appeal for fiokfslix k ar>d he is at h!s best w hen writing of Mgk 
p^isUvr. or the if g e mfa of the Dark .kges. 


GOLLANCZ SF 


FREDERIK 

POHL 


A new novel based on Ills famous 
“Gold at the Starbow’s End" 

STARBURST 

August 26th £6.95 


RICHARD 

COWPER 


A new novel completing the 
Bird of Kinship Saga 

A TAPESTRY OF TIME 

September 9th £7.95 


ROBERT 

SILVERBERG 


A companion volume to 
Lord Valentine's Castle 

MAJIPOOR CHRONICLES 

September t6th £6.95 


URSULA K. 
LE GUIN 


Her outstanding novel 

THE EYE OF THE HERON 

September 30th £6.95 



